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"You can never guarantee anything, " PJ Harvey 
tells Plan B. "Now, financially, things are getting 
so tough that I don't just know that they're 
always going to be there. And they might not. " 

Every time I go shopping at one or other of the 
basic outlets that serve my needs-not-wants, 
it seems there's a shop less on the route. 
Woolworths' wide empty f loorspace gloomed 
behind glass. Poundwise's quick-scrawl, 
last-thought markerpen 'THANK YOU'. Every 
time I catch the news, courts are full of pirates 
versus majors, companies the size of supercults 
now firing. 

Needless to say, the months ahead will be 
no kind of climate for making money from anything 
as nebulous and easily appropriated as music. 
The fact the downturn's entree is currently being 
soundtracked by a superlatively strong string 
of releases, from Micachu to Dan Deacon, Tim 
Exile to Durrty Goodz, shows that art will flourish 
whatever, wherever. 

However, artists themselves need costs 
covered to keep doing what they're doing - as 
do their labels. Naturally, Plan B revolves around 
the former, but this issue additionally sees the 
first in our Real Labels series, which we hope 
will become a regular in-deep round-up of 
real world stories from the business end of 
the independent sector. We're fully aware if 
it wasn't for romantics, idealists and aesthetes 
somehow finding money for music that may 
or may not find an audience, this magazine 
wouldn't have anything to write about. And 
if not for people like you paying for the stuff 
you like that they release... 

This isn't a charity appeal. This is a reality 
check. We are entering a time when lots of 
big bad things beyond our control will happen - 
it may be the small things we can that determine 
who makes it through -and what shape our 
subculture is in, on the other side. 

Whew. Intense. Enjoy the issue, he said, 
earnestly. 
kicking_k 
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A Festival of Electronica 

HOLCERCZUKAY 

Thu 14 May 

With a homage to Karlheinz Stockhausen, a 
live remix of Canaxis and previously unheard 
CAN material 

A TASTE OF SONAR 

Fri 15 May 

JEFF MILLS "THE TRIP" 

MODERAT 

EROLALKAN pres. Disco 3000 

MARY ANNE HOBBS 

ROLAND OLBETER 

+ TIM EXILE 

+ JON HOPKINS __ _ 

+ many more r^ 

TOUCH ^y 
Sat 16 May 

PHILIP JECK & THE GAVIN 
BRYARS ENSEMBLE 

BIOSPHERE 

HILDUR CUDNADOTTIR & 
BJ NILSEN 





gigs + performances + 
screenings + talks + 
workshops + installations 

THERADIOPHONIC 

WORKSHOP 

Sun 17 May 

Ex-members of the BBC Radiophonic Workshop 



reform to explore past, present and future with 
support from Andrea Parker 
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them -to be honest, 
ifficultto extract anything recognisable 
m this overwhelming caustic morass), 
recent years, Sunn O))) have expanded their 
e-up, their putrefying sound given living, 
liquid form by freshly disinterred vocals from 
Attila Csihar; extra muscle and mass from Justin 
Broadrick; morbidly swelling textures from 
Guapo's Daniel O'Sullivan (whose support slot 
tonight as Grumbling Fur, in collaboration with 
Alexander Tucker, wove transporting rural 
gothic terror-drones from mere violin and 
cello), among others. But tonight, they're 
devolved: no guests, no guff, just two guitars, 
some leftover Rosicrucian habits, a wall of Sunn 
amps, some really, really, really sloooow 
and heavy riffs, The End. 

ower, slower, louder 



Sunn O))) 

Corsica Studios, London 

A sentient health-and-safety violation 
shambles his way through the crowd, swinging 
a hot censer billowing an intense High Catholic 
fug. Security bricks of intimidating proportions 
follow in his wake, stern, nervous. O'Malley 
and Anderson, standing before an altar made 
of amps, and hidden beneath austere, moon- 
grey ceremonial robes, cast claw-like gestures 
of supplication. The acolytes respond in kind. 
In case the symbolism is lost, this is Church. 
Yea, we are gathered here to worship. And the 
divine object of our pitiful, wretched adoration 
is the first two seconds of the opening riff of 
Black Sabbath's 'Black Sabbath'. It's in that 
moment, the first charred chord, a wrecking 



ball striking a tomb wall, that metal was 
forged. Many claims have been made for the 
diabolical influence of the whole tritone riff, 
but the real startling power lies in the pure 
intestinal impact of that single chord strike. 
Sunn O))) take this insight, and extrapolate it 
to infinity. Lower, slower, louder. Lower, slower, 
louder. Repeat until deaf, dead or immortal. 

In truth, the second of those three options 
is the most likely. I've attended some sadistically 
loud gigs in my time. For me, Mogwai, a decade 
ago at the Astoria, was probably the first to go 
beyond pedestrian levels of stupefying heavy- 
metal volume and into the realms of Mega-City 
One sonic weaponry. Wolf Eyes, Merzbow, 
Jazkammer, My Bloody Valentine, Part Chimp, 
a particularly harrowing one-on-one in a small 
room with Kylie Minoise-all, in their own way, 
were thoroughly excessive in unreasonably 
thrilling ways. But Sunn O)))... 

Loud, yes. Stupidly loud, certainly. But loud 
in a way that you hear from the ground up. 
Music that gives your duodenum tinnitus, 
drones that reverberate through your skeleton. 
The knees take the brunt; the pelvis only suffers 
atouch of purpling at its crest. Bythetimethe 
Shockwaves reach your ears they're a mere 
shade of themselves, only capable of semi- 
lethally roughing up your soft tissues for their 
lunch money. 

Tonight's one-off is a low-key low-end treat 
for grimm devotees. In town to plug their 
upcoming release, Monoliths And Dimensions, 
Anderson and O'Malley revisit the now-we-are- 
ten Grimmrobes Demos (or at least something 



Not only that, but their usual obfuscating 
theatrics are hamstrung. The hot spotlights 
sizzle O'Malley's cloak, and every few minutes 
he makes frustrated throat-slicing cut-the- 
I ights gestures to the techies. The trademark 
shield of dry ice fails to co-operate too, 
dissipating almost as soon as it is fwooshed 
onstage, leaving them looking like thwarted 
conjurors (a universal gig truth: no matter how 
loud your band, that fwoosh is much louder). 

Yet, denuded in several ways, Sunn O))) are 
at their most powerful. Underneath all the 
husks and disguises and grandiose artistic 
trappings that they've acquired lately 
is a concentrated distillation of the proper 
heavy stuff: pure mainlined Melvins tar, only 
without the distracting fripperies of, y'know, 
actual songs and words and beats and all that 
extraneous crap. Yes, Earth did it first, and 

luably better, but Carlson's gone all 

immering Jim Jarmusch these days. A noble 

d beautiful pursuit, for sure, but someone 

s to keep the bones quaking. 

For all its cultish congregational air, this 
experience is in fact a solipsistic one, in which 
each individual locks into the psycho- and 
physiological effects of extreme bass and 
volume. We're dwarfed by noise. We've shrunk 
to microscopic size and are being fired down 
a high-voltage cable. We're trapped inside 
that Black Sabbath drang like a wasp in a 
jamjar. 

M usic that moves at extreme speeds, fast 
or slow, makes its own tempo in a secret, 
personal pact with the listener. And this 
intimacy reveals a truth -the trappings 
of gothic doom and monastic horror, of 
extremity and misery and degradation, 
tend to detract from the simple fact that 
Sunn O))) are both FUN and SEXY, no? 
So cartoonishly extreme that they're 
entertainingly preposterous; so perfectly 
refined in terms of pure Platonic-form sonics 
that anyone with even the vaguest love for 
the crushing chug must surely abandon 
themselves to this frill-free sensual celebration. 
This is metal-as-fetish, anatomical riff 
examination, the f rotting of the frets, 
the orgasm of the overdrive. 

Come and worship. Worship and come. 



plan b 1 7 



r 



■K 





X 



*" Jt H-. * 


l 


A — 1 


■ ■ 
i 


/ 


1 m 




1 








the void 



tim exile 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Steve Double 



"I think the most alluring and spectacular hope to focus on is that things will 
change and adapt constantly- not that one day we will live in Utopia," types 
Tim who - ex-of Moving Shadow d'n'b, ex-of London, ex-of DJing, now Warp/ 
Planet Mu, now Berlin, now 'Live Remixing' -appears qualified enough to 
chinwag about flux. Doubters, search and be destroyed by this self-made Exile's 
latest and long-playful, Listening Tree. 

For those unfortunates beached offline, you are missing: superintelligent 
space operatics, melodies dilated into haze, overlapping rhythm-tracks-as- 
weather-formations, bass/wave interference, voice desperately reverbing 
between the glass walls of shopping malls, voice slowed to granular, voice made 
of words about economics and eco-politics, a cultural critique so accelerated 
it risks fission as the BPM spiral in a tightening gyre and - and - and, yes, I know 
what you're thinking, and I'm not sure, either. Let's ask him. 

This record makes me think of something I call The Quease (basically: 
warped/ing synths and overclocked production) which seems a 
voracious sound/meme on the crossover dancef loor circa now (Hudson 
Mohawke, Metronomy, Kap Bambino, Flying Lotus, etc). But most folk 
don't mess with tempo. You do, and it adds another dimension - 
recalling the way architects make statements with their proportions 
and ratios -but must affect dancers...? 

"I've had many complaints about being undanceable. It depends on what 
you expect. I love the gestalt switch, where you find one thing has become 
something else without seeing what happened. When you get these kind of 
transitions right, the effect is totally transforming. I guess my quease is 
uncertainty - you don't know where it's going - and so, it's dynamic. . . " 

You seem an artist with a mission -writing about virtual capitalism 



'Your place in the cosmos 
is everywhere' 



and onrushing natural disaster when commitment is not in vogue... 

"I've become that. I used to be the archetypal IDMologist... all about the 
sound and a cloaked elitism that was self-referential and beyond question - 
at the expense of relevance. I have an uneasy feeling that the artists and 
musicians of our time could be against the wall in the not-so-distant-future for 
dereliction of our duty of social bellwethering." 

There's that line about sci-fi being the quintessential postmodern 
artform, as the detective story was for modernism. ..so it seems natural 
that you should tap into that imagery. But however technology 
develops, there are massive human inefficiencies and plain corruption 
at the heart of the social machine that invite us to address that. . .and, 
like you said in a blog post, the ecosystem won't negotiate. 

"Absolutely. It's pretty much geo-politics, really... how the environment 
effects society. But it's not the most important topic dealt with in the lyrics. The 
overarching message in Listening Tree is positive... it's the joy of realising that 
your place in the cosmos is everywhere. This is a much gentler light to shine on 
people and is easily synthesised into the courage we need to make bold strides. " 

I always remember someone who wasn't Shakespeare saying that 
if The Bard were alive today, he'd be fascinated by quantum mechanics 
ef al because that's our new world/paradigm, etc. 

" Definitely. The bedrock world view as received from the quantum/relativistic 
perspective is so fuzzy and fucked up that it surprises me the arts have taken so 
long to get up to speed. I think this quease you speak of is closely related to it. 
I think it's the first real exploration of this new scientific/artistic territory. " 

Watching yr performances live-remixing TV broadcasts and classical 
musicians, I was thinking how artists who've managed to synch so 
seamlessly with technology can do (literally) superhuman things - do 
you see it in this McLuhanite way (ie hard and software as extensions of 
yr own body)? The groin-set joystick you 'play with' live, for example. . . 

"The idea is to have a completely wireless beatboxing/looping/processing 
performance tool that means I'm not tied to the stage. I've 'discontinued' the 
joystick for the time being while I figure out a way to avoid the masturbation 
connotations- which I think are confusing. I guess I want to engage everyone 
with every part myself. . .which is probably a bit unrealistic. " 

www.myspace.com/timexile 
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A classical figure, misted as if the camera had 
caught something emanating from a pre-Raphaelite 
otherworld. Compare, perhaps, with a photograph 
of the bisexual American poet Edna StVincent Millay: 
the same classic-Hollywood poise, the same 
melancholy aura. She seems, though, to resist this 
framing as ethereal siren. She's nothing if not real. 

Caroline Weeks' debut, Songs For Edna -its lyrics 
transposed from Millay's exquisite, haunting poetry - 
has the feel of a record from a time-slip, an 
unplaceable artefact. The atmosphere of records by 
the likes of Karen Dalton, Linda Perhacs, or Judee Sill 
pervades, as if "the listener will... feel like I am singing 
in the same room as them." Her unaffected, direct 
vocal belies the strangeness of the act: over skeletal 
fingerpicking she reconstitutes the voice of a woman 
nearly 60 years dead - beautifully. " I was looking 
through a dusty old book of American poetry and as 
I read out loud, the words danced off the page into 
song. Edna's poems deeply resonated with me." 
It's precisely the revenant past's ability to shake us 
to the core that Songs For Edna captures. 

Weeks is very familiar with this sense of connection 
to the bygone. Her own musical background goes back 
some generations. " My great-grandad played in 
a brass band where every musician was a memb" ~ l 
the Weeks family. . .my grandma Gladys had the m^i 
incredible voice, a very high-pitched warble. I was 
always encouraged to sing, to sing from my heart, 



At the heart of folk song is a dialectic between the 
experience of the singer, and the singer's possession 
by the song. In this, poetry, with its penetrating focus 
on language, proves the perfect source. "There is 
a blank sound-canvas, I can colour the words, playing 
around with the rhythm, harmony and tone. . .the 
poems feel their way into music." 

Millay is a marginal figure, even within histories of 
American poetry. "That she is fairly unknown makes 
her special, like being let in on a secret," says Weeks. 
Such an intimacy is key to Weeks' live performances, 
which include "dance, choral pieces. . .tape recorders 
hidden under chairs and behind curtains. . . " 

Solo recording is only one branch of the work 
Weeks has been involved in around her hometown of 
Brighton, from membership of the live incarnation of 
Bat For Lashes to an all-female Bulgarian choir. Her 
ex-membership of folk group Hamilton Yarns perhaps 
offers a background to her own aesthetic - a kind of 
futuristic archaism, appropriate to a landscape 
containing both the modernist incubator of Bexhill and 
the South Downs' ancient beauty. " I feel that there are 
so many beautiful words in the world that have been 
lost and forgotten . . .there needs to be a renaissance, 
a revival. We human beings need to slow down and 
appreciate what has come before us." 

Begin here. 

www.myspace.com/carolineweeks 




extra life 

Words: Louis Pattison 

"I first heard medieval music around the house 
growing up, " says Charlie Looker. " My father had 
this compilation of medieval Christmas music, 
which we would put on around the holidays just as 
a curiosity. I always loved it. Years later I was inspired 
to re-investigate that music. " The result is Extra Life, 
a new project that sees Looker - child classical 
pianist, turned teenage thrash-metal fan, turned 
self-taught jazz musician, composer, Dirty Projector 
circa Rise Above, and former member of New York's 
elaborate no-wave ensemble Zs - steering the lilting 
vocals of medieval and renaissance song into 
collision with an ornate, orchestrated art-metal that 
churns and broils like the devil's own cauldron. 



'Metal people 
understand how 
musical material can 
have weight' 



"Bands like Godflesh, Neurosis and Converge 
were particularly important to me," explains Looker, 
of his earliest music crush. "The idea of 'heaviness' 
is something which is not necessarily understood 
in all musical fields. Metal people understand how 
musical material, even just a certain sound, can have 
weight. There is a sense of being arrested, held, 
stopped. It is hard to articulate verbally, but it goes 
beyond human emotions. Of course it begins there, 
with the will and imagination of the individual - but 
it taps into crushing invisible forces which are far 
more macroscopic and terrifying. " 

And Secular Works is terrifying. Often more 
terrifying, the closer you get. On 'See You At The 
Show', a viola murmurs in a long, cold drone, as 
Looker visualises his own death and resurrection: 
"The obsolete version of Charlie Looker is dead in 



a bathtub/Charlie Looker '07 owns the dancefloor". 
So that's him in these songs, rather than any more 
abstract characterisation? "Formesongwriting is 
an exploration of the darker sides of consciousness 
and emotional life," Looker explains. "Some of the 
songs are more directly personal than others. 
However, even in the songs which are very much 
about my own life, I try to distance myself enough 
from the material . . .the songs are always 'made', 
no matter how personal they are. 

"'See You At The Show' is an interesting 
example. The song is about many things, related 
in my mind, enfolded together. One of the topics 
is killing myself and coming back as a ghost to haunt 
someone who wronged me. It's also about the 
creative/performative acts as a kind of metaphorical 
suicide where I publicly kill my true everyday self and 
return as a mythologised ghost version, less real and 
therefore more powerful. So it's about the power 
of illusion. By saying my own name, I'm making it 
the most personal song on the record. Yet, at the 
same time, by referring to myself in the third person 
I'm mythologising myself and becoming a ghost." 

For all Looker's interest in modern composition, 
Extra Life are to date more denizens of what Looker 
calls "DIY art spaces and fucked-up basements" 
than the rarified air of the music conservatory. 
"I have had a mixed relationship with that world, 
often finding it sterile," says Looker. "But when 
we perform in rock-oriented spaces we certainly 
bring in elements from classical music, reading sheet 
music and performing seated. For me this feels the 
most natural when playing complex music. Again, 
this is only a means toward intensity. " 

But should you wish to prepare Secular Works 
for your own recital room, Extra Life can make 
it work. "We have hand-bound copies of the 
handwritten score for 'I Don't See It That Way' for 
sale at the merch table," says Looker. "I wouldn't 
necessarily expect anyone to use it for performance, 
but musicians buy them to study. They also look 
really cool." 

www.extralifeblood.com 
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THE DECEMBERISTS - THE HAZARDS OF LOVE 

The latest beautifully big and bold release 
available now on CD / LP and iTunes 

"The greatest record ever made " Word 

'The dexterity and lyrical reach make most other bands seem aimless' OMM iriririr 

"It comes off like a newly discovered part of The Canterbury Tales.. If there's a movie 
version, the Cohen Brothers need to get the first call" Uncut iririrk 

Q **•* DiS 8/10 

www.roughtraderecords.com 
www.thedecemberists.com www.myspace.com/thedecemberists | 
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NEW ALBUM 'TOUCHDOWN' OUT APRIL 20TH 

FEATURING THE SINGLES "HEY HEY" & "DON'T TAKE ME TO SPACE (MAN)" 
WHY CANT ALL POP STARS BE AS WEIRD AS THIS?" NME "THE MOST UNIQUE GUITAR BAND GOING..." ARTROCKER 



ON TOUR IN APRIL 

SAT 11TH - BIVOUAC, LINCOLN | MON I3TH - RUBY LOUNGE, MANCHESTER | TUE I4TH - THE ROYAL, BERBY | WEB 15TH - COCKPIT, LEEBS * 
THUR16TH- HULL UNIVERSITY | FRI 17TH - THE DUCHESS, YORK | SUN 19TH ■ KING TUTS, GLASGOW | MON 20TH - CRAWBABDY, BUBLIN 
WEB 22NB - 02 ACAOEMY, LIVERPOOL | THU 23R0 - THE BULLINGTON, OXEORO | FRI 24TH - CAMBEN CRAWL, LONOON 
SAT 25TH - LITTLE CIVIC, WOLVERHAMPTON | SUN 26TH - CENTRAL STATION, WREXHAM | TUE 28TH - DINGWALLS, LONBON | WEB 29TH - BOBEGA, NOTTINGHAM 

FAKAT.CO.UK | BRAKESBRAKESBRAKES.COM 




He's not a producer afraid to change things 
up to avoid his sound going stale. In the last 
year Ramadanman, aka David Kennedy, has 
been behind some of the most invigorating 
records out there, from the astute tribal 
haunts of his own 'Blimey', to Martyn's 
appropriation of TRG's 'Broken Heart', 
released via the North London native's own 
Hessle Audio imprint. 

Hessle was founded after Kennedy met 
fellow Leeds student Ben UFO in the queue 
at FWD two years ago, with Pangaea 
coming on board as the third partner. Leeds 
was the ideal backdrop to launch a label, 
thanks to its vast student population and 
thriving dubstep night Ruffage. Kennedy, 
though, now divides his time between 
various UK cities, kipping on bedroom floors 
when away from his current home in Lille. 

Kennedy's earliest musical training was 
classical piano, but it was guidance from 
grime don Plastician, gleaned after he 
posted some early tracks on the RWD forum, 
that encouraged him to fully immerse 
himself in dance production ratherthan 
master Chopin. Crucially, he soon found 
himself wooed by pirate radio's charms. 
"I didn't know what I was listening to. I just 
flicked through stations and was really into 
the whole idea of transience -the way you 
could be locked to a station one evening, 
hear an amazing tune, then never find out 
what it was called. The next evening you 
would try to lock into the same frequency, 
and perhaps the station would be off air, 
never to return." 

Nowa regular fixture on online pirate 
Sub FM, Ramadanman has become a central 
figure in the return of UK Garage influences 
in dubstep, a revival that Kennedy sees as 
a reaction against the dominance of the 
hollowed-out sound of half-step. But if you 
can glimpse the likes of TheoParrish and 
Todd Edwards in some of his recent output, 
recent Soul Jazz release 'Core' is closer to the 
ambient krautrock of Harmonia. 

There's more shape-shifting to come. 
Having turned in remixes for Ragga Twins 
and Beat Pharmacy, released his debut 
12-inch on Appleblim's imperious Apple 
Pips label, and written soundtracks for 
both a documentary on Brazilian Ju-Jitsu 
and a Nike installation, it's little surprise 
he's since decided to try a slice of funky. 
And if there's one man to keep that 
movement's focused on its initial soca- 
soaked sass, then it's Ramadanman. 

www.myspace.com/ramadanman 




pens 

Words: Meryl Trussler 



OK, so PENS sound like a fight scene with lots 
of cuts (filmic and bloody) and mud (literal and 
musical) and dubbed punches (right! and left!) 
and. ..END SCENE. 

The live show looks much the same: two-minute 
binges of stabby guitar, Slits-style spook-drumming 
and crummy wee keyboards before they all switch 
instruments like the cops are coming. And, yes, 



'It's not a good idea to put a 
fizzing toy keyboard through 
some crystal-clear filter' 



that great new punk staple, staple-gunned over 
the top of it all - girls without accents, barely 
even consonants, just stubborn little round shouts 
about being high in the cinema. Plan B tracked 
down Helen, Amelia, and Stef and fired questions 
at them. 

What/who moved you to make this kind 
of music? 

Helen: "I really like female post-punk bands. 
That said, they're the only people we get compared 
to, and I don't think we really sound similar." 
Stef: "When I first became friends with Amelia, 
we went to see Best Fwends, and I realised that you 
can have a ton of fun." 

Is the deeply lo-f i sound a conscious 
decision? 



Helen: "Our music is mostly this way because 
of what we have at our disposal. I don't think it's 
a good idea to put a fizzing toy keyboard through 
some crystal-clear filter." 

All of this - Vice, Upset The Rhythm, noise, 
Myspace-conceived seven-inch splits - it's 
clearly a Thing. Are you a product of that 
or have you just fallen into it by coincidence? 

Helen: "I don't think we're a 'product' of it - 
we were in Stef 's bedroom in Kent and didn't know 
if anyone would ever book us. " 

Stef: " People ask us to play a show or release 
a split, and we say yes because it's an opportunity 
to do something with bands we like." 

Do you think being women is a factor in 
all the love you're getting right now? 

Helen: "I don't know if it's why people like us - 
it's definitely part of why people 
don't like us, though! I hope that 
nobody would just check us 
out because we're girls; it's not 
a novelty." 

Have you run into anything 
that's sour about the music 
industry yet? 

Helen: "Nobody's asking us to 
get a haircut or anything. " 
Stef: "Obviously there are people who don't like 
our music- 1 accept that- but it's kinda horrible 
hearing a personal judgement when you don't 
know the critic and the critic doesn't know you. " 

The awesomest mental snapshot you have 
from being in PENS so far? 

Stef: "Being on the swings in someone's garden 
in Deptford after playing in their house. I'm looking 
forward to our tour the most though . . . " 

There's lots to be said for three young, fashionable 
London girls who can actually stay upright in a stiff 
breeze and throw out some good old-fashioned 
thrashy punk and felt-tipped whatever- whether 
they're in a scene or not. 

www.myspace.com/penspenspenis 
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Julie Doiron's lexicon of erstwhile outfits and musical 
unions may read like an indie super-directory - 
Okkervil River, Herman Dune, The Tragically Hip, 
Eric's Trip, Mt Eerie, Wooden Stars and more - but 
the Canadian melodist's solo endeavours are equally 
stellar. On latest missive / Can Wonder What You Did 
With Your Day, new on Jagjaguwar, Doiron dons the 
cap of clattering pop doyenne; lifts her spirits to the 
heavens; gets her rock on. 

" My goal is to feel better by the end of the 
song," she says. But how does she get there? 

"I'm living the life of dreams/With good people all 
around. . . "-Life Of Dreams 

How do you set about writing lyrics? 

"I don't really have a process in particular, there's 
never a set plan. I've written a lot of songs just 
walking around by myself, or biking around, or 
getting on a bus, or coming home. Watching people 
living their day-to-day lives. My family, the cows and 
fields. If I'm influenced by anything at all, it's what's 
surrounding me on a day to day basis. " 

Do you have any songwriting rituals? 

"Basically I try to do things that don't involve 
writing songs. I certainly don't make a cup of tea, 
sit down and light candles or anything. I don't have 
an iPod when I'm out and about, and that's when 
I come up with a lot of things. So I suppose my ritual 
for writing is in looking around me." 

Which comes first: lyrics or melody? 

"I think that I've always had the tendency to be 
led by the melody. I've never been that confident 
as a lyricist, but I'm blessed with the ability to write 
melody. And I do believe that I do a good job of 



picking the right words to make people feel what 
I wantthem to during that song. I think I have a skill 
at picking the right language, as simple as that 
might be: I don't embellish and make flourishes." 

Who are your favourite lyricists? 

"In terms of lyricists, there's this one guy who 
I think is an amazing lyricist- his name is Old Man 
Luedecke, and he is beautiful. He plays banjo and 
sings, and he's really good at telling stories. The 
Constantines also have really good lyrics, but 
Leonard Cohen would be pretty much the top. 
There's no denying that Leonard Cohen blows 
my mind lyrically and poetically in his songs." 

"So carry me across the place I live/I think I'm ready, 
I'm ready to give/You anything, everything, little 
or big/I'm ready, I'm ready, I'm ready to live. 
Borrowed Minivans 



make a conceptual album with the same theme, 
like a break-up theme - I'm not prolific enough 
to have a concept and stick within it. But I guess 
if you're writing a collection of songs over the same 
time-span they generally have the same theme, 
whether you choose one or not." 

"Maybe I should have mentioned that I was not built 
for this kind of loving. . . " - Spill Yer Guts 

What recurrent motifs would you identify in 
your lyrics? 

"Heartbreak and falling in love, really, and how 
that affects me, and whether it makes me feel good 
or bad or living or dying. Surviving the heartbreak 
and enjoying the falling in love." 

Are there any of your songs, or lines in your 



What's your favourite 
lyric of your own? 

"I'm really fond of 
the lyrics for 'Borrowed 
Minivans'. I was really 
stepping out of my 
comfort zone when 
I wrote that one, and 

it alludes to who we are. It's writing directly about 
me and the other person, but writing in a way that 
I'm not usually comfortable with. " 

Do you approach albums thinking that 
each should be its own entity, with its own 
narrative thread? 

"This album might be the first time I've really 
considered that. Generally I don't sit down and 



h'f involve 1 
writing songs. I certainly don't 
sit down and light candles o 
anything' 
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songs, that you don't completely understand? 

"I've written a lot of songs in the past that I came 
to understand later, but there are no lines left that 
I don't understand or know what I meant by them. 
I feel pretty good about that, that I understand them 
all at this point..." 

www.juliedoiron.com 
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Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Plan B reaches into shadow 
to pet the singular individual 
behind Blank Dogs 

The First Two Weeks', the debut EP from New York's 
Blank Dogs, landed on Freedom School Records 
back in 2007: a blurred and murky cut of defiantly 
DIY post-punk, veiled in intent, but strangely 
addictive in its cowebbed mystery. Then there was 
another record; then another; then another. In fact, 
a great string of music, seven-inches and twelve- 
inches, cassettes and CDs, cropping up bearing 
the stamp of one of a dozen or so US indie labels - 
the likes of Sweet Rot, Sacred Bones, HoZac, and 
Fuck It Tapes - sometimes before you'd even had 
time to properly digest the last. Each one was played 
and recorded in the same blurry brut punk style, the 
surrounding ephemera bearing visual signatures: 
primitively-drawn faces of men or gargoyles, African 
masks, a couple of circulated press photos of a man 
with face hidden by sheets or blankets. 
But this was not simply the work of 
straightforward obscurantists. Once out of print, 
the music went up on a Blank Dogs blog for free 
download, available to all. A few early interviews 
gave little away, and before long, rumours began 
to circulate about who was behind the music. 
One particularly compelling tale suggested that 
Blank Dogs wasn't the work of a man, or a band, 
but a collective operating under a shared name - 



numerous musicians, working independently, 
in pursuit of a common sonic goal. It was a seductive 
idea, as compelling as the Jandek mystery; was 
Blank Dogs actually not one, or some, but many- 
the ultimate disguise for this social netstalking 
age where everyone's got your number? 

Nice tale. Nottrue. Blank Dogs has since been 
revealed as the side project of one Mike Sniper 
of New Jersey punks DC Snipers. " But I even got 
an email from Jay Reatard who thought that was 
the case," writes Mike. "It's flattering, but, sadly, 
it's been me the whole time with few exceptions 
where there's someone playing an instrument, 
usually drums. I am not opposed to working with 
other people, but I think I'll keep the ratio in favour 
of solo recordings. " Mike attributes Blank Dogs' 
profligacy to a naturally fast work-rate. "I was just 



'The appeal is that 
there's no choice' 



able to work pretty quickly and facilitate these labels 
as they asked. I would love to work more closely 
with a label, but these days the smaller labels tend 
to flit from band to band." 

If the reality about Blank Dogs is more mundane, 
however, the sounds are anything but. On new 
double LP set Under And Under, out this month 
on In The Red, songs are poured through a thick 
haze of rudimentary drum machines, gurgling 
analogue synthesisers, misty guitars and gloomy 
vocals sopping in reverb and echo - sometimes 
reduced to mere imprints, sad spectres with colours 
muted, but definitely songs, and some of them 
great. Two tracks, 'L Machine' and 'Blue Lights', 
feature backing vocals by Cassie and Katy of the 
Vivian Girls, who Mike came across during his day 
job, working behind the counter at Academy 



Records in Brooklyn. " He wrote to us quite soon 
after our 'Wild Eyes' single saying 'I love it!'" says 
Katy. "He actually wrote to Larry [Hardy] at In The 
Red telling them to put out our first record. Mike's 
always been there helping us to do a lot of stuff, 
he's like our band's big brother." 

As well as Vivian Girls, Blank Dogs cites some 
familiar kin. "Crystal Stilts, The Rebel, Pink Noise, 
Wavves, Gary War -and I really like some of the 
British bands these days, like Wet Dog, Pens and 
Graffiti Island." Another clear antecedent for the 
Blank Dogs sound, however, is the earliest wave 
of UK punk DIY - bands who, compared even to 
the likes of Swell Maps and Desperate Bicycles, 
appeared positively protozoan in scale. Outsiders 
and amateurs recording in cheap provincial studios 
with little commercial nous but a shedload of barmy 
ideas, such records sunk often without trace, only 
to be unearthed years later for reappraisal by 
collectors, bloggers, or labels like Dan Selzer's Acute 
Records or Chuck Warner's Messthetics imprint. 
Mike cites lost obscurities from the skidding, febrile 
'Drums Over London', by Sounds journalist Dave 
Henderson's Disco Zombies, to the bubbling early 
synth-punk of 48 Chairs' 1 979 cut 'Snap It Around' 
as favourites of the era, but denies Blank Dogs is 
anything so simple as a tribute to the form. "I don't 
think it's been a conscious effort to recreate past 
styles or recording techniques," he explains. "I've 
always loved that kind of music, and I'm a slave to 
the influence. The appeal to the approach is that 
there's no choice." 

Right now, for a while at least, Blank Dogs' label- 
wandering days are over. "I'll probably stick with 
In The Red for a while," says Mike. "But I've started 
my own label called Captured Tracks to release my 
own singles and EPs, as well as current bands I like, 
likeDum Dum Girls and Procedure Club." There's 
even been a few live shows, where Blank Dogs have 
taken to the stage as a full band. "The two we 
played were horrible," he explains. "But we have 
a lot booked and unless we prove every theory 
wrong, we should get better every time. " 

www.myspace.com/blankdogtime 
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EXTRA LIFE 

14TH MAY/NEW ADELPHI/HULL 

15TH MAY/FUTURESONIC FESTIVAL/MANCHESTER 

16TH MAY/SKANU MEZS/SOUND FOREST FESTIVAL/RIGA/LATVIA 

18TH MAY/LONDON/SCALA W/DEERHUNTER/LONDON (SOLD OUT) 

19TH MAY/THE FREEBUTT/BRIGHTON 

29TH MAY/PRIMAVERA SOUND FESTIVAL/BARCELONA/SPAIN 

UK TOUR '09 

MORE EU DATES AT L-O-A-F.COM/EXTRALIFE 

DEBUT ALBUM 'SECULAR WORKS' WILL BE RELEASED ON 
LOAF RECORDINGS 6TH APRIL. AVAILABLE AT PLAY.COM 

FREE DOWNLOADS BY THIS ARTIST AND OTHERS AT 
WWW.L-O-A-F.COM/FREE 

loaf: $&&& ihplaycom 
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h debelle 

Words: Everett True 

There's this moment - over acoustic guitars, sparse 
beats, voice cracking and vulnerable, the occasional 
flash of softened violin - in 'Speech Therapy': "This 
is my speech therapy/This ain 'trap, " she whispers, 
adding almost as after-thought an self-affirming 
"yeah "so gentle you wonder if you imagined it first 
time round. But no, there it is again: "This is my speech 
therapy/This ain't rap (yeah), ", violins near-unbearably 
sweet now, her voice on the verge of tears, turned 
inward. "I just want to be loved/And it takes a lot 
to say that," she pleads, violin promising unattainable 
salvation, guitar intricate and already there. 

Pause. 

How do you set about creating? 

" I get upset. . .that's where it starts. Something 
bothers me and I want to have a moan. I love music. 
It's those two things together." 

Pause. 

Another song begins, the debut single, 'Searching': 
a warm stand-up bass, a flutter of brushes on cymbals. 
"Aaah. . . "The beat kicks in, languid like Tricky or Patrik 
Fitzgerald hunched over keyboards on a suicide spiral. 
"Two am in the hostel bed/My eyes them red, my belly 
ain't fed, "she associates. "I got butter but I ain't got 
bread/And I'm smoking on my last cigarette ". The 
music is mellow confusion, patterned. 

"When I'm writing, it's like I'm talking to someone, 
usually in hindsight. After I know what I wanna say 
and have got about a verse done, the training steps in 
and makes sure I've got a hook, makes the verse more 
palatable - 1 want everybody to understand me! " 

Pause. 

Speech Debelle is the artist's name, and I know 
little more than you do. On the web, she looks Missy 
Elliot-cool, a wrist tattoo, glasses on stage. She works 
in Carnaby Street, London. Daughter of a middle-class 
Jamaican family, she wrote poems in primary school, 
was told to leave home at 1 9, wrote her debut album 
Speech Therapy in a hostel. I work in Brisbane. 
Articulation is rare here. My life is spiralling in reverse. 

Pause. 

What sound are you after? 

"Cinematic, orchestral. . . hip-hop would be nice 
but I'm still learning and growing, so who knows! " 

Pause. 

There are some great, exposed, live acoustic 
performances on her MySpace site that make me wish 
for the smoke-filled basements of the Fifties once 
more. 'The Key' is way more rounded, fleshed-out: oboe 
and assurance and humour and loads of smart rhythms 
that. . . urn . . . 'Set Adrift On Memory Bliss', anyone? 

Pause. 

What's your favourite web source? 

" My guilty pleasure is worldstarhiphop.com. 
It's like watching Jerry Springer, you know what you're 
seeing is wrong, but it feels so right. Most of the 
rappers I see on there are like 1 2-year-old girls. 
I shouldn't be entertained by it all, but I am." 

www.speechdebelle.com 
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emeralds 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Photography: Alex Woodward 

Spending some time with the undulating guitar and 
synth improvisations of prolific Cleveland, Ohio trio 
Emeralds can feel like tuning into a transmission 
from a parallel, unknown dimension. This is not only 
because their music is replete with Kosmische 
signifiers - sweeping filters, hypnotic pulses and 
rippling drones - but also due to its improvisational 
surety. Sounds are layered with a meditative quality 
that implies an existence outside the recording itself; 
as if this is music that's always playing somewhere, 
in its own time. It's a shock to emerge from Solar 
Bridge, released last year by Aaron Dilloway's 
Hanson label, to find only half an hour has elapsed. 



A vast sea of nipples 
that stretched off into 
eternity 



Solar Bridge, explains guitarist Mark McGuire, 
"just came out of nowhere one night. It was like 
a spark of energy that we all tried to harness, and 
was one of the most intense nights of my life." Korg 
MS-1 wizard John Elliot, who shares synth duties 
with Steve Hauschildt, meanwhile describes it as 
"the most messed-up night of all time. . .live and 
improvised to PC, nooverdubs." 2009's What 
Happened, out on No Fun Productions, is a more 
leisurely affair, improvisations collected over the last 
few years. More detailed than its predecessor, it 
encompasses delicate, ghostly melody as well as 
immersive drone, but still demonstrates the band's 
spontaneous workings. Recorded live to a cheap 
tape deck and mastered by James Plotkin, Elliott and 
McGuire tell me that tracks' start and end points 
represent the only 'editing'. "We sometimes talk 



about ideas, but as soon as we play it's more about 
going with the sound," says McGuire. 

Inevitably, What Happened is generating critical 
references to the ambient wing of the Krautrock 
movement, as characterised by Cluster, Tangerine 
Dream, Ash Ra Tempel and Popol Vuh circa 
Affenstunde. "We've gotten a lot of inspiration 
from that era, and we all love it deeply, " agrees 
McGuire, "but we're trying to develop our own 
language. " The band's current listening is diverse, 
to say the least: "I've been listening to the demos 
Madonna did before she signed to Sire," Hauschildt 
tells me. "The stuff from '81 is a bunch of amazing 
proto-electro synth workouts." 

It's true that Emeralds' analogue set-up and 
melodic pulses recall the compositions of, say, 
Harmonia, not least in the way both bands create 
rhythmic momentum without drums. However, 
there's an edge to the drones that places Emeralds' 
music in the noise continuum even as it nods to 
electronic innovators of the past: chaos lurks at their 
fingertips, via swathes of sawtooth oscillation and 
white noise. The tension is exciting: one night 
I listened to What Happened as I drifted off to 
sleep and had a vision of a vast sea of nipples that 
stretched off into eternity. This has never happened 
while listening to Klaus Schulze's Timewind. 

"Our relationship to noise changes every day," 
reflects Elliott. "I would be bummed if somebody 
called our stuff noise. Our earlier stuff was more 
abstract, but when we learned how to control 
improvising and channel ideas into coherent and 
cohesive stretches we abandoned 'non music'." 
McGuire acknowledges that the noise scene has 
been "crucial to us being able to get our music out 
there. It will always remain part of our band. " 

Noise is itself in flux right now, with artists 
questioning the diktats of extremism for its own 
sake and finding new inspiration in diverse timbres 
and melodies. Whether Emeralds have tuned into 
this frequency or -more likely -this frequency has 
finally tuned into them becomes irrelevant once 
you're immersed in their cosmic bandwidth. 

emeraldsohio.com 
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ALSO AVAILABLE FROM DEAD OCEANS: 
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MT. ST. HELENS VIETNAM BAND 

MT ST. HELENS VIETNAM BAND CD/LP 



THESE ARE POWERS 

ALL ABOARD FUTURE CD/LP 
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COMING SOON: JOHN VANDERSLICE ROMANIAN NAMES CD/LP 

PO BOX 61315 LONDON N19 9AB UK WWW.DEADOCEANS.COM 

DISTRIBUTED IN THE UK BY PIAS UK AND IN THE US BY ADA & SC DISTRIBUTION 
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Words: Frances Morgan, 
Louis Pattison and kicking_k 

Illustrations: Gemma Correll 



Plan B shuffles blindly into spring, following new releases 
from old friends and industry favourites and hoping 
they're knowing where they're going 



.+ 



Lap? Sove&ign 




Lady Sovereign 

So Human (Midget) 

In association with giant megafriends EMI. 
Samples The Cure's 'Close To Me' in not 
incredibly understated way. 

Louis: I actually quite like this, I think. 
Frances: GOTH. So what she's been doing 
these last few years? 

Louis: Went to the US, got big, freaked out. 
Kick: I miss the Sov that seemed angry and 
abrasive - she was so good at battle mode. 
This is softer, more autobiographical, etc. 
Louis: I'm not sure she could have got away 
with doing the old stuff forever. 
Frances: But there's other ways - it's like, 
if a woman makes angry music she has to do 
vulnerable music afterwards. . . ? 
Louis: I guess she's trying to be true to 
herself, no? 

Frances: 'The real you', in this context, is a bit 
of a construct. It's a big pop song, not reality. 
Kick: It's a decent song, and probably a savvy 
choice for a single that will play well widely. 

Electricity In Our Homes 

Gymnastics (4AD) 

One-off ltd seven-inch on the seminal label 
who recently swallowed similarly-revered 
Too Pure imprint. The boy-boy-girl trio are 
known for 'ten-minute sets' (this will be on 
press release for single, but not tour). 
Louis: Quirky slightly Messthetics-y post- 
punk like. . .the Homosexuals or something? 
Kick: I like his furious hectoring which then 
shifts into group therapy chants. While the 
music is laundretting around the place. 
Frances: Got that slight air of cabaret that 
some UK post-punk had - it's quite hard 
to imitate, so props to them for nailing it. 
Kick: It's raw but sharp, and I like that. 
Louis: "lam! A gymnast! I will be judged! 
By practice! " It's good that people are 
exhuming the post-punk stuff that isn't 
gloomy overcoat bollocks. 
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Frances: Yeah - the wacky stuff was a big 
part of that era. I think Charles Hayward from 
This Heat was once in a band called Poo And 
The Ostrich Feather. I feel hardwired to 
like this but I have to say that I don't 
particularly NEED it. 

KIG 

Head, Shoulders, Knees And Toes 
(Universal) 

Funky crew jig onto a major label after 
home-made video clocks up 1 .5 million 
views on YouTube. 

Louis: BIGTUNE. Surely the best funky tune 
to date. I think its trick is that it mixes the 
propulsion/tempo of house with the spirit of 
grime in a way that dilutes neither. 
Kick: I feel bad for not really getting this. . . 
I mean - 1 like the air-horns, and the. . . 
actually, I don't think it's a good idea to 
dissect it. You just have to let it hump yr leg. 
Frances:The main theme is a man telling 
ladies to get down low, with keyboard 
stabs and air horn and puppy-dog rhythm - 
like styperbouncy. 

Louis: When grime tries to do positive stuff, 
it never quite rings true. This is less awkward 
- simply an exhortation to have fun. 
Frances: "Bubbly bubbly" 
Louis: In my head it fits together with DJ 
Mujava's 'Township Funk', which is weird 
because they are from a very different bit 
of the world. . .still it feels like street music 
(difficult to write that without sounding 
slightly patronising) but the two arrive at 
a similar place from very different directions. 
Frances: Do people do a special dance to it? 
Louis: It's basically the children's dance. 
But with a lot more ass. 

Beth Jeans Houghton 

Golden (Static Caravan) 

1 8 yr-old new Newcastle-based 'antidote 
to current crop of acoustic songstresses' 



(her label) elsewhere described as a 
'musical magician' (Devendra Banhart). 

Kick: Picnic on a leyline. 
Louis: It's very slight, likeVashti Bunyan. 
Frances: It /sactually a bit of an antidote 
to the more bluesy singer-songwriters 
around at the moment -and there's a slow 
psychedelic bit which I was NOT EXPECTING, 
therefore good - it's slight but it's righteous, 
and it's not theatrical. 
Louis: "Let's be golden, cause gold never 
rusts". Sounds a little bit like someone is 
stroking their hand very slowly over a KAOSS 
pad. Perhaps a sorcerer. 
Frances: The B-side is lovely, very Broadcast, 
all waltz time and \mq\y, Bagpuss piano. 
Kick: I like that the flip sounds nocturnal - 
there's a pleasing balance to a single with 
halves whose emphases are so dissimilar. 

Future Of The Left 

The Home That House Built (4AD) 

Back with a second album in June. Back 
with a single, well, now. Hence... 

Kick: Guitar has had at least one too many. . . 

notes drooling off the tip into puddle. 

Louis: Future Of The Left are shaping up quite 

different to Mclusky. . . more good-humoured 

than ill-tempered? 

Frances: I have to say I rarely like any song 

with this oompah kinda rhythm. 

Kick: Maybe they're more single-minded, 

whereas Mclusky felt like there was an 

internal tension - in a good way. 

Louis: Someone compared it to the Young 

Knives and Falco got shirty on his blog. 

Frances: I like the way they do a round-like 

vocal harmony. The B-side is more edgy, less 

lairy, with a little synth. 

Louis: Falco and Kelson's vocals have kind 

of grown together. They sound the same. 

Kick: But: he closer you get, the weirder it is, 

I think. "Everyone else is a lightweight, tied 

to a moment in time". 



Thunderheist 

Nothing 2 Step 2 (Big Dada) 

This electro-rap duo have two blogs on 

their site. One for tour anecdotage, one 

mostly about fancy audio equipment. 

Kick: 'Will own 2009'. Not saying much 

in the midst of a savage recession. I bought 

Saturn the other day, for the rings. 

Louis: Hmm. 

Frances: BORED. 

Kick: If you place yourself mentally in the 

centre of a mental dancefloor, I think you can 

see some of the elements might work... 

Louis: I feel a little like I've tuned into Dave 

Pearce. And he's playing something better 

than usual, mebbe. But I am not revising 

my opinion of Dave Pearce. 

Kick:There are some nice noises - shivery 

insect percussion, squirmy g-funk synths, 

burpy synth bass... 

Frances: Makes me think a bit of Chrome 

Hoof, weirdly. Well, not weirdly-similar 

space cheese vibe. 

Louis: It's quite monotonous, isn't it? 

Kick: It does lack ups and downs, yes. 

Fol Chen 

Cable TV (Asthmatic Kitty) 

They wear masks, are not Liars (the band - 
this was rumoured) they claim. Although 
who would expect Liars to tell the truth? 

Louis: Heh. Doesn't sound much like Liars. 
Melody sounds a little like a stylophone. . . ? 
Frances: What is this nonsense? 
Kick: Not sure a single will serve them well - 
I liked the album 'cause it had this 
meandering swatch of tones and ideas. 
This is kind of indie Prince, isn't it? 
Frances:This sounds a bit like The Blow, and 
I do really like The Blow, but that's also a lot 
to do with her voice, lyrics and persona. 
Louis: It's very androgynous. Which is quite 
confusing, when it's basically asking me 
to dance in my underwear. 
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Basically the children's dance 
but with a lot more ass 



Frances:This is up there with Tilly AndThe 

Wall in the indie-thinks-it-is-funky stakes 

and I have problems with that. 

Kick: Oh, here's the actual Prince quote 

dropped in there like an air freshener. 

Louis: Still, stylophone and sitar, don't 

see them together much (if indeed it was 

a stylophone). 

Kick: Album was like a well-drawn 

contemporary comic. Clean lines, 

nice colours. 

Kode9 

Black Sun (Hyperdub) 

A new direction from the academic behind 
one of the UK's most on-fire labels? That 
bassline is a dissertation. 

Louis: Inspired by UKfunky and, by the 

sounds of the synth fuzz, Flying Lotus. 

Frances: . . .and by the title, occultism also. 

Kick: Makes me think of that Drexciya aqua- 

technoabit... 

Louis: I like the dotty acid sounds in the 

background. It's very filled out rhythmically. 

Frances: I am finding it hard to type to this. 

It's wonderfully hazy. Birdy filter sounds. 

303s in the trees. Voodoo rays. 

Louis: 'Black Sun' - could be a reference to 

the popular tabloid that outed Burial. . . ? 

Kick: Sounds like padding about in 

rockpools... 

Louis: It's hard to know where his MC, 

Spaceape, will fit with this new sound (on the 

B-side, but doesn't seem to be doing much). 

Kick: ...After you've done a murder. 

The Big Pink 

Velvet (4AD) 

As blessed by the massed tentacles of the 
BBC's Sound of 2009, this year seems set 
to sound fuzzy, gleamy or crunchy. 
Kick:This is the bit in a UKfilm where they 

drive out of the city. 

Frances: In the Nineties. Into the Noughties. 



Kick: And intercut to horrible things 

happening, probably involving drugs. 

Louis: Milo, who runs the very good 

label Merok, is in this band. Also Dave 

of Guapo, sometimes Akiko from Pre 

andComanechi. 

Frances: Still sounds like Space, tho. 

Kick: It is very Nineties smooove, actually. 

Alan Moulder produces. 

Louis: It's kinda Spiritualized/Spacemen 3/ 

Jesus And Mary Chain - but I'm not really 

getting that lift off it. 

Kick:The kind of tail-end-of-shoegaze where 

it became a playground for engineers trying 

different tricks to sculpt the overload. 

Louis: It is acceptable, but I think this stuff 

really needs to be transcendent to ACHIEVE. 

Kick: I like how classic it is, but why're they 

resurrecting this particular patch. . . ? 

Frances: Why? Because it is HIP, Kick. 

Kap Bambino 

Red Sign Acid Eyes (Because) 

French duo Caroline and Orion emerge 
studio which probs looks like a digital 
abattoir. Bits of Sonic and Mario lying 
around oozing websafe red pixels. 

Louis: Urgh. Rotten electronics. Sounds like 

Burial Hex. If Burial Hex did disco. 

Frances: YayNitzer Ebb. 

Kick: Party till you're sick, party in the sick, 

catch a disease and don't care and die. 

Louis: Squawky singing plus microphone 

levels in the red still very popular. 

Frances: Actually I don't mind this. It's a kind 

of instinctual thing I guess. I just like crappy 

industrial synths. When they do that thing 

with the octave knob. 

Louis: Good riff when she's not singing. 

AbitAndrewWK. 

Frances:Too short. I think stuff like this 

should be really long and overstay its 

welcome. So you can do some press-ups 

to it. 



Kick: I think the B-side's better. It's even more 

unpleasant, but compulsive. 

Louis: Almost uplifting. Even though the 

keyboards are still tuned to DEATH. Plastered 

in white noise. 

Frances: It's got a sort of vaguely videogame 

feel to it although I don't know what would 

happen in the game. 

Kick: Smoking. 

Louis: You, slowly decaying. 

King Cannibal 

Virgo (Ninja Tune) 

Our monarchy survive by convincing 

people they're irrelevant (while hoovering 

up sterling). Previous leaders went for the 

intimidation (it wasn't that'lvan the 

Terrible' was bad at his job, as such . . .) 

Kick: Features new French crew Face-A-Face 

Louis:That is a very French noise right there 

Kick: Ribcage dancehall. 

Frances: I like. 

Kick: Where have the shouty people gone? 

Frances: Really long breakdown... nothing 

is happening. 

Kick: Really made us wait- but I love how 

relentless it is when it arrives. 

Louis: I quite like people rapping in 

mellifluous languages I cannot understand. 

Frances: Me too. I really like French rapping. 

People laugh at me for that. 

Louis: You can just sort of admire the shape 

of the words .They should play this in French 

lessons to make it sound cool and hard. 

Like smoking. 

Kick: I could let this play a long time - 

it maintains its tension at a 

really nice (meaning 

murderous) level. 



out of a discontinued car made entirely 
of right angles somewhere near an 
8-bit sunset. 

Louis: I think I need to listen to this a bit, 
instead of jumping to a conclusion. 
Frances: Really? You are so tactful ! 
Kick: Wow, she's going for it like a psyched 
X-Factor contestant from the off. Like: 
SINGING. 

Louis: With electro-pop it pays to wait for 
the chorus. 

Frances: She's singing outside her range and 
I like that. Cos it's forced and funny. 
Louis:The vocal is quite. . .eccentric isn't it? 
Frances: I was expecting her to have a flat, 
bored voice. You know, one of those 'Warm 
Leatherette' voices. 

Kick: Lyrics bit weak. "Going in for the kill/ 
Doing it for a thrill". 

Frances: I kind of liked the strained voice at 
first but now I'm like STFU. 
Louis: I like the music, though. I can 
appreciate this. I may want to hear it again. 
Frances: You may have to. The synth line is 
pretty dull but obviously deliberately so. 
Kick: It's OK, but in all the interviews I've 
seen she talks about how she's bringing 
idiosyncrasy back.Think she may be too 
fixated on the surface details. . . 
Frances: It's a weird track.This bored- 
sounding music with thisWOOOAHHHH 
YEAHHH vocal. Usually otherway round. 
Louis: I have been listening to 'Everything 
Counts' by Depeche Mode compulsively at 
present. It fits 'mood of economic gloom' 
very nicely indeed. 



singles of the month 



La Roux 

InForTheKill(Polydor) 

Straight outta Brixton, 'the 
red-haired one' is stepping 



Louis: KIG - Heads, Shoulders, Knees And 
Toes (Universal) 

Frances: Kode9 - Black Sun (Hyperdub) 
Kick: King Cannibal -Virgo (NinjaTune) 
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when we meet 

Words: Kev Kharas and kicking_k 

Plan B spends too much time 
on the internet. For you 



Baby Venom 

The shambling lo-fi this Baltimore trio conjure drifts 
into strange realms, an ambiguous cloud of heroic, 
martyring keys, shit drums and oddball vocals 
combining to puff bleary magic in your face. 'Moms 
And Dads' sounds like Eighties synthpoppers 
Blancmange slowly drowning in vast mounds of 
grated lemon, while the marvellous, stop-start 
'Frank' was one of the best songs of 2008, no 
doubt. A tape release is forthcoming through Stop 
Scratching, www. 
myspace.com/ 
babyvenombaby 



The Golden Filter 

Having basically the 
nicest-looking website 
since whichever we 
loved before this isn't 
the only thing to note. 
They also have a pretty 
good record cover with 
a fox's head through a 
fly-eye lens. Oh, and 
music, semi-obviously. 
Which in this case is 
synth-disco smudged 



Hot City 

Hot City's tracks combine the urbane shuffle 
and bump of New York's Nu Groove house, 
turn-of-the-millennium UKtwo-step and 
the maddened thrust of old skool rave to 
emerge with a sound somewhere between 
the hip and the hedonistic. Where Zomby's 
thrilling Where Were U In '92? was widely 
taken as pastiche of raves gone by, Hot 
City's is a dance sharper and smarter than 
that record's, founded in lean rhythm 
and, aside from the odd piano break, 
unvarnished with the giddying cream 
of nostalgia. 
www.myspace.com/hotcitybass 




like make-up and frozen 

in a flash. Or, to quote their MySpace comments 

box: "Pure love", "I cannot stop to dance with our 

songs! " Hair, sunlight, halo. 

www.myspace.com/thegoldenfilter 

Human Hair 

Tangled hair in the morn used to be called 'elf-locks' 
'cause the pixies did it while they were playing. 
Human Hair, on the other head, sound like a goblin 
cleric and grunge-sprite spent eight hours wrestling 
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Defiantly 
super-fi 



f Pashly 

'■k Kind of avant-garde karaoke (but not -she 
writes the jams) which uses costume changes 
(including a full-body veil woven from who 
knows how many bras), video art, open- 
ended, wide-eyed pop, and dance routines 
acted out with the energy of a hardcore 
l devotee. "Pashly is anti-heroic. ..determined 
to show a woman defining herself, in 
(|l ^f fantasy and reality... from sensitivity and 

keen observation, to show the world Soft Is 
Weak." The capped termination is also 
me of her CD. We haven't heard it, but 
vw.myspace.com/pashly 




through yr merkin. With 
axes. It's a Lowers off- 
shoot. It's on a new label 
called Sex Is Disgusting. 
"We will play your 
birthday party," reads 
the MySpace. "Pfft. 
Only if you could kill my 
parents," says the child. 
"OK," say the band, 
"BRB." www.myspace. 
com/humanhairband 

Walter Jones 

A Texan producer who 
has releases past and 
forthcoming through 
Kompakt/DFA affiliate 
Supersoul Recordings, 
Jones' exercises in deep 
house often throb with 
the spider web 
arpeggios of Moroder's 



disco and are typically 
replete with the cries of 
some anonymous, 
ecstatic, starry-eyed 
diva. Perhaps the best 
example is his 'I'll Keep 
On Loving You' -take 
its solemn euphoria and 
ramp the bpm up to 
120 for instant clubland 
gratitude, www. 
myspace.com/wmj3 

Koko Von Napoo 

Pre-fabpopclassique 
courtesy of Gallic 
quartet who pose for 
photos wherein they 
look like they're 
surprised a photo has 
been taken (oh, like 
you haven't). Difficult 
to parse exactly what 
instruments are 
involved, since they're 
atomised likeeaude 
parfum, but there's 
certainly a petite organ 
and a pretty good 
bundle of snappy/ 
catchy vocal tics 
scudding above the 
rhythm section's alpine 
range, www.myspace. 
com/kokovonnapoo 



Kwes 

The Micachu associate and solo producer who 
prefers to be represented in text-form as a smiley 
ghetto blaster (not on this page!) recently dropped 
debut single 'Hearts In HomeVTissues'. Oozy bass 
and tearsplash spangles of synthesised xylophone 
make for a fruit-flesh sensitive double A-side, 
a melancholic carousel, or a puppy chasing its own 
tail, really, really slowly, www.myspace.com/kwes 

The Samps 

Listening to The Samps is like having someone pour 
the luminous gunge of a CBBC childhood into your 
earholes and letting it crystallise until the brain 
is encased in a crust of lovely rainbow sherbet and 
you're seeing the same colours George Clinton sees 
when he's chomping on Dilla's Donuts. Three stoned 
men from California with awkward pseudonyms, 
Cole MGN (guitarist of Ariel Pink's Haunted Graffiti, 
dater of Nite Jewel), J Whitemare and Doktorberis 
collate a strapping, sample-heavy funk that is 
defiantly super-fi in these times of guitar scuzz. 
www.myspace.com/thesamps 
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"GENIUS" - THE STOOL PIGEON 

"TRULY REMARKABLE POP MUSIC NME 

"A NATIONAL TREASURE" - THE INDEPENDENT 



APRIL 

EG™ POOLE, rViR KYPS 
S7 TH MANCHESTER, ACADEMY 3 
EB TH BIRMINGHAM, DE ACADEMY 
E9 TH NEWCASTLE, OTHER RDDM5 



I st LEEDS, COCKPIT 

B ND GLASGOW, STEREO 

4 th NOTTINGHAM, RE5CUE R00M5 

5 th BRISTOL, THEKLA 

6 th BRIGHTON, CONCORDE B 

7 th LONDON, ELECTRIC BALLROOM 



NEW ALBUM 
RELEASED 20 
CD&DL 

NEW SINGLE SALIVATING 

RELEASED 6 TH APRIL 
0N7'&DL 



brokenfamilyband.com 



APRIL 

23 rd LEEDS, Brudenell Social Club 
24 th EDINBURGH, Cabaret Voltaire 
25 th NEWCASTLE, The Cluny 
26 th NOTTINGAM, Rescue Rooms 



MAY 

h LONDON, Scala 
8 th MANCHESTER, Ruby Lounge 
9 th BRISTOL, Thekla 
10 th BRIGHTON, Hanbury Club 
15 th CAMBRIDGE, Junction 



cookmgvinyi.com 
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Rolo Tomassi make a mess of 
the UK on the Shred Yr Face tour 



Leeds 

After five weeks off playing any shows at all, to 
say I was excited about going on tour would be an 
understatement. With Finian, our regular sound 
engineer/tour manager/general-lynchpin, away 
in America, we reverted to taking care of things 
ourselves. It seemed like added stress, but arriving 
at the venue we were the most organised we've 
ever been before a tour. Merch was meticulously 
organised and stocked by size, all our equipment 
was there and we were on time. Good start. 

The first day of a tour like this is always a little 
strange. Being put into the confines of a dressing 
room with 1 2 or so people you haven't really met 
before - some of whom have flown into the UK on 
the same day -can be a little daunting. Fortunately, 
everyone seemed pretty nice, especially Damian of 
Fucked Up - one of the most compelling speakers 
I've heard for a long time. For a good portion of 
the evening, a group of us were just sat listening 
to what he had to say. 

The show itself was OK. No major hiccups. Felt 
good to be playing again. On to Glasgow. . .(JS) 



Glasgow 

The Glasgow Garage is a good venue - probably the 
best Scottish venue we've played in terms of room/ 
stage - but I felt I hadn't got back into playing after 
such a long break. The highlight the day for me was 
Damian climbing upthe wall to the balcony and 
taking the mic into the toilet with him. . .while he 
had a shit. (JT) 

Having stayed back in Sheffield after the first 
night, a Friday evening in Glasgow offered us the 
first opportunity to go out after the show with 





the other bands. We ventured out to the Cathouse 
where an afterparty of sorts had been arranged, 
the perfect ice-breaker to get to know the others 
in a non-gig environment. 

Needless to say, suitable levels of incoherence 
were reached before myself and Eva headed back 
to the Glasgow Central Travelodge. . .although not 
before sampling the fast food delights that Scotland 
had to offer. (JS) 

Manchester 

We set off on the long drive to Manchester with 
most of us in the van, but Ed and Joe N rode in style 
in our manager's mini, probably hoping to get there 
first. The club had a really wide stage, allowing for 
maximum rock. Fun. That night we slept in our own 
beds, but not for long enough. (JT) 



Definitely feeling the 
grasp of booze 



After we'd packed up we went to watch The 
Bronx play at Rough Trade, which sounded great, 
made better by the fact they were completely 
pissed. (JT) 

Cardiff 

Clwb Ifor Bach was the smallest venue we visited 
on the tour, and sold out within days of being 
announced. We had to go on soon after doors, and 
consequently didn't get to play to many people, but 
that didn't really hold much bearing on the evening. 
There was no barrier between the stage and the 
crowd, which was very refreshing. I'm not sure if it 
was out of frustration at malfunctioning equipment 
or instinct, but Joe N performed a spectacular stage 
dive, guitar still on, and took out a few unsuspecting 
crowd members. 



We're fortunate enough to have a wide spread 
of our friends from home scattered around the 
country. Manchester is one of those places with 
a high concentration of these people. The show sold 
out in advance, so guestlist places were precious 
and few. We dealt with this by doing a 'pass swap' 
whereby our AAA passes were taken out to people 
who couldn't get in. This probably put the venue 
over capacity - but all in the name of rock. (JS) 

London 

Today we played in Pure Groove in London, a 
weird shop equipped with a stage that doesn't sell 
anything - but was a lot of fun to play. The turnout 
was good and we seemed to go down well. I also 
went down well after someone spilled a drink, and 
achieved an enormous bruise on my knee. 
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Tonight was amongst the best receptions I saw The Bronx receive. They 
tore the place up and got the crowd involved. The lack of a barrier made a huge 
difference. I genuinely rate them among the best live punk-rock bands in the 
world right now. (JS) 

Nottingham 

Having moved to Nottingham in October last year I was particularly excited 
about this night. Despite having frequently played Nottingham in the past, 
the weight of expectation in playing for the first time since I'd moved was 
fairly daunting. Fortunately, it was great fun. My housemates and various 
friends were in attendance and the venue packed out from doors. 

An aftershow had been arranged and, as something of a native, I felt fairly 
under pressure to show the other bands a good time. Myself, Joby of The Bronx 
and Damian Fucked Up all DJed and we saw the night out til we were literally 
forced to leave. Having little recollection past 1 am, I'm not sure what the others 
thought. The bruise and cuts on my legs suggests it was good. (JS) 

Some assorted memories from the most rock and roll evening of the tour: 

Dancing appropriately - and inappropriately - to a selection of excellent 
songs, including 'Bat Out Of Hell'in its entirety, some Justin Timberlake and 
'Eye Of The Tiger'. 

Grabbing Tom's penis in the toilets when he was weeing. 

James not really being able to walk or stand up properly. 

The Bronx's merch guy, Clem, covering everyone in booze during a mosh. 

James's excellent mixing-desk skills and saying a dramatic goodbye to the 
entire room when leaving. 

Also, I'm sure I remember a human pyramid... (JT) 

London 

One of our friends, Joseph, travelled from Manchester to come to the 
Nottingham show last night. When suggested he should come on the rest 
of the tour he obliged, so we jumped in the van one person stronger. 

In any tour, the London show always seems to hold some kind prestige - 
and this was the largest indoor show we'd ever played. Having done various 
press bits across the day, we took to the stage and played what was one of my 
favourite sets of the tour, with the exception of Joe N breaking a string and the 
rest of us having to bust out our infamous Trencher cover. Great fun. 

Everyone dispersed to varying homes for the evening to prepare for a visit 
to a collective favorite of Tomassi cities - Brighton. (JS) 

Brighton 

We reconvened early enough to make sure we got to Brighton in time to 
mooch around the centre prior to the gig. I made visits to Edgeworld Records 
and Resident to get my musical fix. Having dropped off my synthesiser to a 
friend of a friend who repairs them, I felt pretty stupid to find it was simply a 
case of buying a higher voltage power supply for a pedal I was running through 
it. My naivety with regards to electronics is boundless. 

With plans to drive home after the Birmingham gig, myself and Edward 
Tomassi decided we should take full advantage of having the last 'real night' 
out on tour. I believe it was on the advice of Steve and Laura-Mary of Blood 
Red Shoes that we went to a bar called Riki Tik, but this ended soon after, and 
we went to a supposed 'lock in' at the Engine Rooms. I'm led to believe the only 
people down there when we arrived were a party of strippers. This was never 
confirmed but they all seemed fairly mental. We headed back to our friend's 
house, and I was pleasantly surprised to find a 20-person strong house party 
happening. It was a fairly relaxed affair and satisfied my end of tour needs. (JS) 

Birmingham 

Last day of the tour. I was disappointed that our dressing room was really, really 

far away from the other bands'. That's not to say it wasn't good fun. Matt and 

Joby from The Bronx opened up the 

show as 'Jedi Nites'.They play 

songs about loving to smoke. 

Unfortunately, while we 

were playing someone 

threw a full pint at Eva. 

She didn'ttake well 

to it, but handled the 

situation as well as 

anyone could have. 

This hasn't happened 

for a while and 

hopefully won't 

happen again. 

Everyone said their 
goodbyes, records and 
shirts were swapped and 

plans to meet up at festivals ; ,-.- ,. ,. ti 

loosely made. I hope our ^^^__L^B' 

paths cross again. 

On to Texas... (JS) 
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playlist: robin wilks 

Illustration: Andrew Walter 

Hell 

The Angst (Henrik Schwarz Remix) 

DJ Hell's new magnum opus Teufelswerk 
is an appealing splurge of techno, disco, 
kosmische and Seventies Bowie stylings 
(plus a best-forgotten P Diddy cameo). The 
ever-fantastic Schwarz reworks the bizarre 
two-part lead single into a hair-raising ride 
through the dark underside of cosmic disco. 

Sian 

World Within A World (Minilogue Mix) 

Rich and engrossing, Minologue's 
productions definitely give the sense of 
a journey. Percussion ripples past, organs 
tinkle away, birds chirp, synths whisper. 
As pleasantly aimless as a stroll around 
the park, and all the more lovable for it. 

Parlour 

Frak 88-92 Ext Tempo Mix 

A one-track, 57-minute mix of cassette-only 
material from Swedish experimental synth 
outfit Frak, put together by Balearic-edits 
crew Parlour and released on Studio's label. 
A diverse array of lopsided bleeps and beats, 
it's totally inspired, and thoroughly peculiar. 

Dusty Kid 

America 

Sardinian lad Paolo Lodde's debut kicks off 
with a string of no-nonsense, techy bangers, 
and develops into this. ..17 ludicrously epic 
minutes, film-soundtrack-meets-6am- 
sunrise-euphoria. 

Boredoms 

Ant 1 (Remix by DJ Lindstrom) 

It's been out for a while, but if for any reason 
you missed out on this lurid rainbow of jazz- 
funk that crescendos into starry-eyed disco 
with wild part-harmonies and laser-gun 
synths. . .then here's your cue. 

Moderat 

Rusty Nails 

The new collaboration between 
Modeselektor and Apparat is a vast 
improvement on the recent material from 
both. Apparat provides vocals on 'Rusty 



i-M-M-n 



Nails', which has that same bittersweetness 
that made his 2007 collaboration with Ellen 
Allien, Orchestra Of Bubbles, so adorable. 

Radio Slave 

Neverending 

The perfect title; the perfect hypnotic, all- 
enveloping groove. Matt Edwards carries 
on refining his own personal dancefloor 
nirvana. 'Neverending' is dark, cavernous 
and inescapable; you could get lost. 

Marc Chantereau/Pierre-Alain 
Dahan/Slim Pezin 

Black Cars (Prins Thomas Edit) 

It's hard to pick a favourite from Le Disco: 
Tele Music Remixed, a wonderful new set 



Bent on gleeful 
havoc 



of remixed Seventies French library music; 
but the bouncy, brassy exuberance of this 
reworking by Norway's space-disco champ 
is irresistible. 

Gui Boratto 

Ballroom 

Out from amid the mellow ambience of most 
of Brazilian Boratto's new productions creeps 
this dancefloor monster- its bass snarling, 
its synths simmering and squalling, bent on 
gleeful havoc. 

Tokyo Black Star 

Game Over 

This New York andTokyo-based duo make 
perfectly proportioned dance music: equal 
parts gleeful fun (slinky rhythms, Space 
Invaders synths) and emotional depth; 
spaced out and totally driven. But to break 
it down to formula seems wrong; this is a 
record to feel, to absorb, to move to. 



Robin Wilks writes about dance music for 
Plan B, DJ and Resident Advisor 
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the void 




For future Googling and fist-pumping and jumping 
up and down like you're a shook up Coke can 
ready to spray everyone, it's Da! Na! Na! Na! NAYK! 
ROYD ! A rhythm that deserves to be honked on car 
horns in celebration. Singer Calum Gunn explains 
this and other mysteries of their first full-length 
album, Hey Everyone! It's a squished-up spitball of 
tunes, ready to splat on your face. But you'll like it. 

Watch This 

A cheer of your name that helps you remember the 
numbers of 'n's and 'a's? "Yeah, it was intended 
as an introduction to saying our name. Whenever 
we get asked, we just say: Listen to the record!" 

The Greater Than Symbol And The Hash 

"One of my favourites to play live - it goes normal 
speed, then really fast, then really slow. And I get to 
scream at people - that's pretty good ! I didn't write 
the lyrics, but I think it's about some new language. " 

Black Wax 

"We didn't consciously write a pop song, but it is 
our poppiest song. We even made a video of it. " 
Didn'tyou leak a prank remix? "Yeah... we made 
a few kinda rubbish versions of the album that 
we've been leaking ourselves. John [Baillie Junior], 
one of our drummers did the one which is made 
of Sean Paul stuff and, like, horrible pop music..." 

Totally Bone 

"The first song we ever played, ever, as a band. 
And David [Roy, guitarist] wrote it years before 
we even started the band, as some kind of joke. 
His big brother got a MySpacepageforit." 



Pink Sabbath 

"One of our drummers, Paul [Carlin], used to work 
at the BBC, and somehow 'Pink Sabbath' has ended 
up on two Gaelic children's TV shows. I saw it the 
other day, and it was for kids' snowboarding. " 

Infinity Milk 

"That one took a long time to write. We got the 
start of it, so we put that on Sissy Hits. We thought 
it would be funny, because the rest didn't work 
so well, to just record the intro. When it came to 
the full thing we decided to put it on the album - 
because that would be funny as well. " 



'We made a few 
rubbish versions of 
the album we've been 
leaking ourselves' 



One Chance 

"Our attempt to play a riff and not add to it at 
all. A hardcore song that only lasts a few seconds 
for once. It's quite strenuous; only 40 seconds 
but there's a lot going on there. Hook-wise, it 
really tires me out, and drum-wise, John can 
barely play it." 

Some Dresses 

"It's kind of funny going from 'One Chance' into 
'Some Dresses', like a bit of pop after getting beat 
in the head. Live, it's got little gimmick bits that we 



throw in - recently there was a wall of cuddles - 
instead of a wall of death, kicking the shit out 
of each other, we'd cuddle someone. The next 
time it was. . .throwing our guitars and catching 
them. . . human tenements. . . " 

1993 

"It starts going through some indie rock stuff before 
settling down, and at the end it copies 'Rocket' 
by Smashing Pumpkins. It's got a singalong bit. It's 
got a lot of stupid things in it. Why do we do that? 
"A lot of great albums came out in 1 993 - now 
I'm going to forget them all - Siamese Dream. . . 
and Fugazi, In On The Kill Taker. The only band 
that we can all agree on is the Smashing Pumpkins. 
And the Pointer Sisters as well, they're ace. " 

Hey James 

Is this about your ex-drummer, James Hamilton? 
"Yeah, when Giles [Bailey] was in the band, 
we wrote a song called 'Hey Giles' when he 
left, so we thought when James wasn't in 
the band any more. . .we'd have something 
called 'Hey James'. If you leave the band you 
get a song named after you. It's our way of 
saying cheerio." 

Song One Puzzle 

"A set-closer for us, a big long thing where 
I don't do anything for a long time, so can run 
about and chat to people - and I get people to 
jump up and down. It's been the last song for us 
ever since we started. Except I think we opened 
with it once, and that didn't go down too well." 
dananananaykroyd.blogspot.com 
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the beehive considers... 
black sabbath 

Words: The Corpo, Petra Davis, John Doran, Neil 
Kulkarni, Andrzej Lukowski, Doug Mosurock, 
Louis Pattison, Joseph Stannard 

Illustration: Kai Wong 



Birmingham's Home Of Metal project recently 
honoured Sabbath guitarist Tony lommi on 
the city's Walk Of Fame, making this band 
of former burglars and slaughterhouse 
employees a genuine British institution. 
Do Sabbath sit well as a heritage project? 
And do you acknowledge their place as 
founding fathers of what we call metal? 
I'm not really sure how Sabbath's 'importance' can be 
overstated musically. That's in the obvious riff manufacture/ 
setting up genre conventions way but also by indicating how 
the biggest selling genre of music in the world (bar maybe 
hip-hop) was allowed to gestate uninterrupted by 
tastemakers in London. (JD) 

They have so much to teach people making ANY music, 
and the Beasties and Muggs and Busta and the Beatnuts 
know it. I prefer not to see metal history as the long 
perfection/distillation of those first four albums. Rather 
I try and listen to Sabbath as what they are, a thoroughly 
dazzling, stab at capturing individual reality through art. 
As committed and driven and out on its own as the music 
Miles Davis and The Stooges were making at the time. 
Sabbath and The Stooges, both contemporarily loathed, 
both from industrial shitholes/former boomtowns had more 
of a say in the future of rock than any feted figureheads of 
the era. (NK) 

There is definitely a shared spirit between the music Miles 
Davis and Sabbath were creating simultaneously. . .a cosmic 
dread transmuted into musical form and texture? Check out 
'Prelude (Part One)' from Aghartaand tell me there ain't 
a link between that and 'War Pigs'. (JS) 

Sabbath is menacing in what I think of as a pretty 
gendered way so I've never really managed to get into it, 
though it has a certain rhetoric of hopeless violence 
I remember from my days helping my aunts organise pickets 



in Liverpool. There's probably a paper in post-industrial towns 
and gender violence. (PD) 

As a Brummie, I see Capsule's project as common 
sense. For the whole time I was growing up, there was no 
noticeable pride in the city's musical heritage. Which was 
dumb, considering we could lay a claim to Sabbath, who 
were massively important, and clearly shouldhave been a 
source of pride for adolescent boys, at the very least. (AL) 

Don't know much or care about their place as an 
English heritage project, because when they released the first 
album, they became a band of the world. Black Sabbath and 
a select few contemporaries would define the post-hippie, 
everything's-gonna-be-alright mindset for Seventies America. 
They were a legitimate threat to society's values, projecting 
the fear and uncertainty that people were facing in their 
day-to-day lives, amplifying it to skull-crushing levels, and 
in essence helping us to cope with it.The early material rides 



A legitimate threat to 
society's values 



along Vietnam, Watergate, fuel shortages.... Mob Rules 
aligns to the dawn of the Reagan administration. (DM) 

The place is crucial. Growing up in the Midlands, 
what was clear is that Sabbath aren't this foreboding anti- 
establishment thing -they're the band your mates' parents 
are into, what gets put on the jukebox so that winklepicker- 
wearing auld-gimmers can tap a toe.The feeling of being 
encased in concrete but able to see green on the horizon 
is pretty much what the Midlands is and you can hear that 
industrial fascination/fear and that yearning/fear of the 
pastoral other throughout Sabbath's music. (NK) 

Favourite Sabbath track/album/lyric? 

Master Of Reality, the band at their most suffocatingly dense, 
the riffs as beautifully textured and immense as Anish Kapoor 
sculptures. Or Sabbath Bloody Sabbath-the band in excelsis 
and excess, their smartest, silliest, angriest album by far. (JS) 




Favourite is probably Technical Ecstasy not their best 
songs by a long shot, but their liveliest recording, sounds like 
they're all roaring into a stereo mic, pretty punk rock. (TC) 

Have to mention Born Again- Black Flag used to jam 
that one in their van, saying it sounded like "a bulldozer". 
It does, and then some. (DM) 

Probably 'War Pigs' - great tension/release riff, best 
stupid lyric of all time: "Generals gathered in their masses/ 
Just like witches at black masses ". (LP) 

Can't rep for late Sabbath but will rep for 'No More Tears' 
and 'Mr Crowley' by solo Oz cos I recall rockingthefuckout 
to them in rock clubs in the early Nineties while pretending 
to be Randy Rhodes/ZakkWylde - happy daze. . . (NK) 

Who's your favourite member? Anyone rep 
for the post-Ozzy line-up? 

Ozzy obviously, but Bill Ward is the perfect drummer for 
this embryonic phase of heavy music- he can get deep 
but his internal metronome swings more righteously than 
so many others. (DM) 

Tony lommi, the rifflord, the architect, without whom, 
etc. I'll rep for late period Sabbath, to some extent; the Dio 
era is often fucking amazing (and 1 992's Dehumanizerhas 
a dreadful title but is their heaviest since Ozzy) and there's 
at least one essential riff on every album since then. (JS) 

And if you have one point you want to make 
about Sabbath - so future generations may 
prosper from their talent, and yr wisdom..? 

That dipshit from the Decemberists recently commented 
on whatever chunk of poop he's gearing up to release with 
regards to its influence by heavier sounds. "There's an odd 
bond between the music of the British folk revival and classic 
metal," says this douchebag. "A natural connection between 
Fairport Convention and Black Sabbath." Fine, but that 
has more to do with the proximity by which these scenes 
had to operate in their time. The last thing I want is some 
first-year grad student chewing my ear off about the roots 
of Sabbath. I'm hoping Ozzy empties the contents of that 
bowl of audience members' spit he used to drink from into 
this person's shoes. (DM) 

Make sure that smoking and tripping is all that you do 
and then get seriously stuck into Master Of 'Reality 'and 4 for 
a few seasons. . . I recommend winter and spring. (NK) 
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signs like victory 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 



Get closer to the edit with Two 
Fingers, the old world/new world 
production mechanism 



Joe 'Doubleclick' Chapman, Amon Tobin and 
Sway are Two Fingers. They've made a projectile 
also called Two Fingers that they've just lit and wish 
to push into yr hidey-hole while it's still fizzing. 
They're into head transformation, rearrangement 
of the categories that confine your response 
to music. And shaking it, girls and boys. Shaking it. 
To me, they're straight-up hip-hop - hip-hop as 
it can be, rather than hip-hop as a term currently 
torsioned into tedium. The disc is 1 2 tracks that 
pull from myriad directions, but push the few 
select buttons in yrtop and bottom that matter. 
Unlike many collaborative projects in these 
overly hooked-up times, no-one here is coasting 
or wanking off. It's the tightest, most torrid machine 
music that you've heard, or you're yet to hear, 
in 2009. 

" I think it works precisely because the 
relationship between me and Amon wasn't 
forced," insists Joe. "We'd kind of circled each 
other in Brighton for a long time and I'd always 
loved his music. The opportunity came when 
we hooked up on a tour where we shared a 
stage with Bonobo - we quickly found out that 
beyond music we had a lot of common interests 
in gaming and film, we developed a friendship 
before we even discussed making music together. 
We finally collaborated on the track 'Ownage' 
on Amon's remix album and realised it would work. 
Two Fingers has never just felt like a bright idea - 
it feels entirely natural." 

After Amon moved to Montreal, that friendship 
continued across the transatlantic wires and 
eventually pulled Joe over to Canada to record 



the album, the pair united in a similarfascination 
with the cutting-edge end of US hip-hop, and 
a love of UK beatsmithery from across the 
musical spectrum. 

"We both loved Missy, and Timbaland, and 
drum and bass, and I loved a lot of the UK garage 
stuff. I think that a lot of people would be surprised 
at what Amon's into. He's constantly expected to 
work with really leftfield MCs, to make really avant- 
garde forbidding music- but he loves Lloyd Banks 
as much as me, he loves the hooks of mainstream 
US hip-hop. We wanted to bring our love of that 
and connect it with the UK music we love and that's 
what Two Fingers is, partly." 

The 'partly' is right- if some of the thrill of 
Two Fingers is hearing hotbeats and hardbeats 
tweaked to a chrome consistency it's also hearing 



'Seek music from 
everywhere because 
it's all usable' 



all kinds of other fascinations swirled into the 
tank: vintage European electronica, African funk, 
near-Eastern pop... 

"I love Egyptian music, Arabic music, and 
me and Amon are open to everything - one 
of the samples on the album is from a tune 
we heard while we were taking a cab in Montreal. 
The driver wouldn't tell us what it was, just that 
it was Pakistani and that 'we'd never find it'. 
By the end of the journey Amon had talked him 
into driving to his house to burn us a copy for 
an extra 20 dollars. That's the weird thing about 
hip-hop and sampling - it changes not just the 
way you make music but the way you hear it. 
You seek music from everywhere because it's all 
usable - it can be kind of exhausting because your 
ears are constantly hearing things you can use. 



When I watch a film, I have to watch it twice, once 
to pay attention to the soundtrack and once to pay 
attention to the story. " 

If Two Fingers were an instrumental album 
that careful meld of musics would be intriguing 
enough (and it never feels stitched up, more like 
a new means of perpetual motion using previously 
uncoupled mechanisms). The vocalists used 
give Two Fingers both a warmth and an extra 
chill, they charge the music with breath and life. 
Sway drops verbals on several tracks and seems 
freed up by the mentalist melange backing him. 
Missy protege Ms Jade and dancehall legend 
Ce'cile lash the remainder with fire. Nothing's 
forced, everything seems intuitive, intelligent 
and rolls with a power and an energy that this 
writer's missed from Sway and Tobin's solo work 
for a while. 

"The vocalists didn't happen accidentally. 
Two Fingers was never going to be instrumental - 
we had Sway in mind from the beginning because 
he's a UK MC we felt could really cope with 
our music. Me and Amon want Two Fingers 
to be a production team that can work with 
anyone - we're not remotely interested in obscurity 
or making music no one hears. We want to work 
with the best rappers we can -we already have 
a few dozen tracks that didn't make the album 
because they didn't suit the vocalists and we're 
creating new stuff whenever we get the 
opportunity. We had to discipline ourselves 
on Two Fingers in a way we've never had to before - 
the music has to sit around the vocals, you 
can't slather it with too much detail because 
it will obscure the heart and soul of the track, 
which is the words. Too often however, hip-hop 
tracks are musically just this background click — 
we're interested in those moments where 
what's being said is matched by the drama 
of the music." 

The biggest stages await. Get moist on Two 
Fingers soon as you can. 

www.myspace.com/2wofingers 
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read labels 

Words: kicking_k 

The world according to 
independent imprints, and 
the people who run them 

Let's sidestep whether information can 'want' 
anything, whether to be read or to be understood 
or to be free. In 2009, how you consume art from 
an artist is the full point. And artists, unlike art, have 
to live in the real world, spend time and money to 
bring it into being, whether the fans choose to pay 
or not. At the moment, it seems most are losing, 
well-established distribution operations like 
Pinnacle and Touch And Go closing or imploding. 
Fact is: independent acts and labels are as vulnerable 
to a hostile climate as any. Survival is not inevitable. 

Yeah, it's hard times from here to whenever but 
on the plus side, I found us a soundtrack. Patches, 
by DJ /rupture and The Ex's Andy Moor, is the debut 
release on Unsuitable, saving a touring improv 
project (with the former on turntables/FX and the 
latter on guitar) for the future of the species. They'll 
build us statues, unless aesthetics drift incontinent, 
'cause the heavy atmospherics rising and falling 
through Moor's axework (sparking quartz vs warm 
asphalt) are not so much ruptured as riveted with 
beats from languid Arabic thru jacked 'Lipgloss' 
and endless neighbourhood variants. 

With DJ /rupture's other label Soot mixing 
in Dirty Bomb by Filastine - neo-ethno machine 
music from a Barcelona producer and percussionist 
- 1 stabbed a few ponderous questions into my 
keyboard, clicked 'send' in his direction. 

What was the thinking in creating a new label 
for Patches rather than utilising Soot? 

"Andy and Yannis have a label called Unsounds. 
I have a label called Soot. When we decided to 
release Patches, we decided I'd use my distro 
channels in the territories where they were stronger 
and vice versa. Hence, Unsuitable... in 2009 many 
small labels are primarily distribution networks. " 

You're regularly selling mixes direct via 
Paypal, etc - is this almost post-label? 

"A lot of it has to do formal versus informal. 
Mixes I sell direct will usually be made two days 
before I go on tour. One day I mix it and bring it 
up to the Chinese repro spot in Harlem, and by 3pm 
the next day I'll have the CDs back. Jewelbox CD 
releases take atleastslx months, usually more. 
The quick mixes are more like documentation, 
it's like: this is what I'm doing right now. " 

Both yrself and Filastine are pretty 
committed bloggers... 

"I've been writing atMudd Up! for years now. 
It's useful - a community grows, an active, respectful 
discussion in the comments. I like bloggers who are 
curious (or obsessive) about stuff and share it online. 




"You could say that popular musicians' blogs 
de-emphasise the traditional media cycles as they 
relate to releases. Before, if you went two years 
without a big release, people would forget about 
you. Blogging, or remixing, or touring, are all ways 
of being relevant outside of the three months of 
press attention you ordinarily get around a release. " 

Closer to home, Holy Roar are also innovating 
for righteousness, having code-magicked up a 
virtual honesty jar at their site. The premise is simple: 
if you've downloaded something they put out and 
liked it enough to keep it, pay something; it's not 
too late. It made me hopeful that at least a recession 
might stop everything feeling so virtual and 
unlimited. Roar overlord Alex Fitzgerald: "You may 
be romanticising the idea that people will wake 
up to the real mechanics and costs of getting music 



Survival 
is not 
inevitable 



to the fan. Ithinkthe 
majority simply don't 
care. We still live in 
adon't-question- 
instant-gratification 
society." That said: 
"The economy leads 
people to look for 
life's little pleasures - 
so DIY gigs and products seem to be doing OK, 
ratherthan slumping along with everything else." 
While upping their packaging (they've always had 
a 'no plastic!' policy), initial reports are that they're 
also receiving the occasional donation. "This isn't 
a losing battle, " says Alex. " It's an evolution. " 
www.negrophonic.com 
www.holyroarrecords.com 



identifying imprints 

Words: kicking_k 

The labels currently pleasing yr Void ed greatly 



Stolen Recordings recently 
held a SXSW invasion party 
with PeteAndThe Pirates leading 
their second wave Stateside. 
Meaning: the warped-from- 
memory classicism of Artefacts 
Of Space Travel, like monolithic 
Sixties architecture reverse- 
Tetrissing into the sky. Screaming 
Tea Party are shot out of a parallel 
canon and rock pretty gritty, while 



Let's Wrestle unleash rowdy 
drinkalongs that have the masses 
singing along to words subtler 
than they seem at the time. 
And there's new recruits Hot 
Silk Pockets, described by some 
New Zealand media as 'fresh 
retro' (as good a description of 
the label's sound as I've heard). 

Those craving sounds they can 
hold can expect another mass of 



symptomatic releases to appear 
midyear from the Dickensian 
neurosis of Brainlove. Pagan 
Wanderer Lu (faerie folk heavy- 
petting an old school Gameboy), 
Mat Riviere (solo eccentrica from 
the UK's DIY mecca, Norwich) and 
We Aeronauts (twee ahh-kestra 
weeping into campfire) lead a pre- 
emptive Revenge of the Noobs. 

Meanwhile, Little Rock 
are celebrating a year of events 
around their quasi-famous 'No 
Rave' compilation by deleting it 
on its birthday, a dramatic gesture 
we're down with. Elsewhere, 



they're harbouring malformed 
extremities courtesy of The Evil 
Eye (leering skullface tributes to 
classic Euro horror soundtracks) 
andThe Niallist (a broiling 
vat of classic influences and 
inappropriate gestures). 

Online, Junior Aspirin 
have been busily blurring the line 
between auteurish label, media 
'platform' and sagacious mixtape 
with free podcasts available at 
theirsite. Meandering, hi-grade 
sets with names - reflecting 
themes -such as 'Psychedelic 
Pessimism', 'Onomatopoeia' 



and an 'Explaining...' series 
('Capitalism', 'Religion' and, 
best, 'Animals') should reward 
yr attention. 

Sounds Experience 
are fellow travellers, being 
a webzine-turned-label who 
claim democratic leadership 
and collective investment -the 
forum as boardroom. Having been 
somewhat dormant for the last 
couple of years, a recent split from 
Esiotrotand Foxes! (exclamation 
band's own) suggests More Of 
That Sort Of Thing to come - and 
long live It. 
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judeesill 



Words: Petra Davis 

Illustration: Naomi Ryder 



In thrall to religious visions, borne up on ambitious, baroque 
productions, the songs of this Laurel Canyon composer levitate 
far beyond flower child whimsy, and still resonate today 



"This is a religious song about flying saucers conning 
at the end of the world to take all of the sensitive, 
deserving people away. When I wrote it, I think I 
believed it more literally than I do now, although 
I still believe poetically that deserving people will 
be spared." 

Judee Sill's speaking voice, though darker in 
texture, tougher and more sardonic than her singing 
voice, is the best possible introduction to her songs. 
As she hands out her descriptive buttonholes, 
busting herself proudly for stealing licks from R&B, 
gospel, or cartoon soundtracks; as she gives her 
halting, often angry depictions of the imagistic 
landscapes conjured by the songs; as she relates 
so straightforwardly her times of spiritual difficulty, 
her tone never wavers. Sill's voice is always 
companionable, even at its most painful or arcane, 
and until she leans in to the microphone to sing, 
and breathes, I sometimes forget she's gone. Long 
gone, and not as she hoped, the way the gentle go 
home, spared the darkness of the end times, but 
in undeserved pain and confusion. 

Maybe she never was one of the gentle. Despite 
her Californian background, her melodic intricacy 
and the intimacy of her vocal delivery, Judee Sill 
is emphatically not a Canyon lady, a flower child 
baking musical cakes. Her work is structurally 
faultless by self-imposed, ahistorical standards 
and subjectto a supremely accomplished 
production ethic, drawing from traditions and 
techniques as disparate as gospel, bluegrass and 
baroque classical to form a style she termed 
'country-cult-baroque'. Sill's working life as 
a musician was brief: she released only two albums, 
1971'sJudee Sill and 1973's Heart Food, neither 
of which flourished commercially, despite very 
favourable critical responses. 

2009 is the 30th anniversary of her death, 
and for most of those 30 years, despite a growing 
underground profile, both albums have been out 
of print. The lengthy unavailability of her recorded 
output - by various accounts, the result of oversight 
or grudge on the part of David Geffen, with whom 
Sill had a troubled professional relationship - had, 
until recently, meant that her work was largely 
overlooked for reappraisal. But since the reissue 
of both albums in 2005, the Live In London 
collection and the posthumous anthology Dreams 
Come True, Sill's work has been more readily 
understood, in part through the influence she has 
had upon artists as varied as XTC, Joanna Newsom, 
Elliott Smith and Jim O'Rourke. 

"Judee Sill committed the capital crime of being 
better than the male competition," insists Andy 
Partridge of XTC, who wrote liner notes for the re- 
releases and readily admits to a 'What Would Judee 
Do?' production ethic. "She should be considered 
in the same breath as Brian Wilson. In fact [Wilson] 
is the nearest male I can think of to Judee Sill. Surf's 
Up has the kind of arrangements and treatments 
that she did, the multi-tracked vocal and the reverb, 
and the kind of chorus sound on the guitar. " 



" Her melodies and songwriting are kind of 
unparalleled, by a certain set of standards," Joanna 
Newsom told Plan B in 2007. "She's really good 
at one particular idiom, this American vernacular 
thing that in some ways Van Dyke Parks is the king 
of, in modern pop music. [Aaron] Copland-isms; 
the American frontier classical symphonic sound. 
Almost every one of her songs has these figures 
that are 1 00 per cent part of Twenties or Thirties 
American classical music. And she has these weird 
gospel harmonies on top of that. " 

If Sill looks, with hindsight, somewhat awkward 
among the pantheon of Seventies female singer- 
songwriters, she was also anomalous within the 
context in which she worked. She came to 
prominence among the Laurel Canyon scene 
of the late Sixties and early Seventies, the relatively 
commercial bunch based around David Geffen's 
nascent Asylum label, a stable which included Linda 
Ronstadt, The Eagles, and Jackson Browne. In this 
company, Sill was not considered an especially 
profitable prospect. An ambitious minor heiress 
adrift in the sad remnants of hippy culture, she was 
promiscuous and openly bisexual; witchy-looking, 
unpredictable and narcissistic, she would never be 
the cover girl Geffen wanted for his label. Sill was 



extraordinarily self-assured and coherent debut, 
hewn over years spent in the shadow of LA pop 
bands for whom Sill wrote songs or opened shows. 
After one such effort, 'Lady-O', scored a minor 
commercial success for The Turtles, David Geffen, 
until then an agent, was interested enough to give 
Sill a retainer until his label was up and running. 

Characteristically stubborn and competitive was 
Sill's insistence on re-recording 'Lady-O' for her own 
album. Both The Turtles' version and Sill's own 
share the same complex orchestration, but Sill's 
is by farthe more coherent-sounding; the multi- 
tracked vocal, expertly managed phrasing, and 
creamy quality to the tonal picture, add a sense 
of completeness to the intertwining of guitar and 
strings. All the parts at play are fully realised, in 
all their dimensions: the interplay of melody and 
arrangement, the tiny shifts of mood as the vocal 
races the guitar to resolution, Sill's vocal sustain 
mimicking the swell and the weight of the strings. 
The key is the compositional understanding, a grasp 
of the architecture of the song in macro and micro. 
'May You Savor Each Word Like A Raspberry,' reads 
the album inset, and Sill's version does feel as 
naturally developed, as perfectly formed, as fruit. 

The album foregrounds Sill's lyrical concerns 



'In her lyrics, she's always wrestling 
with the devil, and she's the devil,' 

- Andy Partridge 



comfortable neither in mainstream society nor 
in the limited countercultural niches available to 
women in contemporary Los Angeles. She played 
bass in several bands, studied Rosicrucianism and 
theosophy, and kept a small harem of women at her 
beck and call -and by 1971, at a time when women 
musicians were still expected to look pretty and 
behave, she was already notoriously uppity, 
growling at inadequately respectful audiences and 
complaining about her support slots for 'snotty rock 
groups'. Sill did not come easily to performance; 
behind her were her profoundly troubled family life, 
a stint as a teenage armed robber, reform school, 
sex work, addiction and prison. Immediately before 
her was a meteoric, frustrating career as a 
commercial musician, whose lack of viability would 
prompt a relapse into depression and ultimately into 
the addiction that was to end her life; yet the two 
albums she produced, in the window between 
periods of chaos and unbearable sadness, contain 
some of the most consummate and, above all, 
esoteric pop compositions of any era. 

Sill's self-titled debut, on Asylum in 1971, was 
the label's first release. Eleven ambrosial, carefully 
arranged tracks - Sill listed her influences at the 
time as Bach, Pythagoras, and Ray Charles - it's an 



as much as her idiosyncratic musicality and 
perfectionism. The songs are a provocative mix 
of quasi-religious imagery and gender confusion, 
shot through with a longing for redemption 
underscored by hard experience; and yet the overall 
impression is somehow of ease and comfort. Given 
the conceptual difficulty and metaphysical struggle 
of the average Sill lyric, the sense of supernatural 
well-being that she manages to confer on the 
listener might be surprising, had she not had such 
a clarity of intent for her arrangements. 

"Though the beast within me's a liar, he 
made me glow with a strange desire/And I rode 
on the fire, with a blue sacred opal to bless the 
battleground/But I turned to see its reflection, and 
the lamb ran away with the crown, "Sill sings 
blithely in 'The Lamb Ran Away With The Crown'. 
The vocal glosses over a shift in time signature 
between 4/4 and 3/4, as guitar, backing vocals and 
trumpets swap roles in the melodic picture, 
presaging an imminent four-part vocal round 
reminiscent of the closing bars of 'God Only 
Knows'. Sill's interest in both classical mythology 
and Crowleyan mysticism is visible here - she was 
an avid reader of Aleister Crowley's poetry, and the 
sexual imagery of demonic possession springs 
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directly from early works such as Snowdrops From 
A Curate's Garden, while also reminiscent of the 
sexual ecstasies of the early female Catholic martyrs. 
Within the lyric, Sill portrays herself variously as the 
debased, flawed exile from the Garden, and the 
triumphant beast who sails the heavens on "ten 
crested cardinals". "But I laughed so hard I cried, " 
closes the song, "And the lamb ran away with the 
crown. " A baritone saxophone positively chuckles 
at the thought as the vocal round fades out, no one 
line or perspective clearly dominant. In live 
performances, Sill would use just her voice to 
replicate all four parts of the round, then the 
backing vocals. "I wanted to write a song where 
good triumphs over evil," she said as she performed 
the song in London, neglecting to mention that she 
had cast herself as the vanquished. 

"In her lyrics, she's always wrestling with the 
devil, and she's the devil," suggests Partridge. 
"The man is Christ and she's the devil, and she 
wants the man but she can't have the man, and 
she's gonna kill the man, and he's gonna kill her- 
and it's all one giant fight with herself. " 

Seldom is this conflation of sexual and spiritual 
warfare within Sill's work clearer than in 'Jesus Was 
A Crossmaker', a song written in the wake of a 
painful jilting at the hands of country singer and 
labelmate JD Souther, and produced by Graham 
Nash. Initially, the lyric identifies Souther with the 
carpenter-Christ, toolmaker of his own torture and 
death. Sill presents this idea, morbid in the hands 
of a lesser songwriter, as deeply hopeful - in 
a contemporary recording on the Old Grey Whistle 
Test, she explains that with this realisation, she 
began to see redemption as available to all of 
humanity - and yet still she begs for release from 
the burden of empathy for her torturer. "Hiding me, 
I flee, desire dividing me/ He's a bandit and a 
heartbreaker-oh, but Jesus was a crossmaker/ 
Sweet silver angels over the sea, please come down 
flying low for me," she sings, trapped in her own 
Gethsemane. Once again, her voice is multi-tracked, 
this time in unison, before breaking into choral 
harmony- two, three, four parts, as the strings 
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arrangements of 'When The Bridegroom Comes' 
and 'Down Where The Valleys Are Low', and the 
country idioms also more pronounced, particularly 
in the sweet fiddle of 'Rugged Road'. 

But at the heart of this heart's food lies the 
baroque influence that provided so much 
of Sill's structural approach to songwriting and 
arrangement. As Gershwin was to Brian Wilson, so 
Bach is to Sill. The piano part for The Kiss' resembles 
the prelude of Bach's first cello suite, transposed into 
6/8 and with a vocal that recalls the cello both 
tonally- Sill's characteristic, swelling sustain and 
extended vowels - and melodically. As the piano 
abandons its arpeggios for insistent gospel chords, 
the vocal finds an ostinato that sets the template for 
a new counterpoint harmony. The lyric is 
impressionistic, and vocal's place in the mix all but 
binds it into the dense sound picture, until the 
counterpoint emerges to emphasise its most solemn 
moments. "Storms bursting in the sky, hear the sad 
nova's dying cry shimmer in memory, " Sill sings with 
tenderness and calm, violins pushing the mind's eye 
heavenward. The effect is both mind-bending and 
heartrending, a healing in sound. 

"You can try to pin that golden smoke to the 
wall, butyou're still only getting glimpses of what 
makes it," warns Partridge. "The Kiss' reduces me 
to tears faster than any other song I've ever heard. 
The lyrics are a set of clues, they build the tension, 
and then the melody cuts every string in your body. 
She was on her way; she could have become the 
world's best songwriter and arranger. " 

Could have, had she lived. The release of Dreams 
Come True in 2005, which gathered the early 
recordings of songs Sill had planned for herthird 



'Her melodies and songwriting are 
kind of unparalleled, by a certain set 

Of Standards' -Joanna Newso 



filigree like a baroque harpsichord trill, and backing 
vocals alternate between human call and angelic 
response. In one video of an early solo performance 
of the song, seated at her guitar, Sill closes by 
humming an approximation of the string part, 
so complete is her imagination of the necessary 
variation. She was later to hum these 
approximations to the album's arranger, her ex- 
husband, Bob Harris, to aid the orchestration of the 
various parts, since she herself could not at that time 
notate a multi-instrumental score. 

By the time Asylum released Sill's second album 
Heart Food in 1973, that would no longer be the 
case. Sill arranged, produced and orchestrated the 
album herself, and seems more confident still: 
the gospel influence is stronger, dominating the 



album, as well as rarities, home recordings and 
a lengthy anecdotal oral history, is sadly the final 
word on Sill's life and work. Mixed by Jim O'Rourke, 
the songs are strangely shiny and cheerful at a time 
when Sill's own frustration, always a fruitful source 
of inspiration, seems to have been turning to 
despair. When she died, overdosing on codeine 
and cocaine she was taking to manage the pain 
of a spinal injury, Sill was once again living hand to 
mouth and managing a growing addiction, alone 
and out of touch with the musical community. Many 
of her former friends heard of her death only later. 
It's far too hard a passing for this soldier of the heart, 
a woman who struggled so mightily, and who built 
out of her struggle such a strange, merciful refuge 
for her listeners. 
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" I hate a lot of equipment onstage, " Volker 
Bertelmann muses. "If I had a band in the 
Seventies, I would die, because they had about 
fifty synthesisers. They looked beautiful, but you 
had to carry them and having all those knobs would 
make me crazy. So I tried to put all those 
opportunities into one instrument." 

For many musicians, that one synthesiser-slaying 
item would be a laptop: sleek and streamlined, 
packed with software and portable enough 
to double as a sandwich tray on the tour bus. 
However, Bertelmann is talking about a prepared 
piano. It's the laptop as reverse-engineered by 
a steampunk enthusiast, lifting the lid on an upright 
or grand and having a good mess around inside. 
The Dusseldorf-based musician studied classical 
piano when he was younger, but veered away 
in favour of a stint fronting Chili Peppers-esque 
rap-rockers God's Favourite Dog. More recently, 
he embraced keyboards and electronics as half 
of Tonetraeger and a third of wistful electronic 
post-rockers Music AM. 

Now operating under the name Hauschka, 
he's one of the highlights of FatCat's 1 3070 1 
imprint. Inspired by memories of his childhood 
in rural Germany, last year's Ferndorf, and its 
recent sessions-extras companion Snowl lakes And 
Carwrecks, combined elegant Reich/Glass-inspired 
piano minimalism and nostalgic but saccharine-free 
string and horn arrangements with an enchanted 
workshop of rattles, buzzes and other curious 
noises. "I was always interested in synthesisers and 
creating sounds," he says. "When sampling was 
invented I heard sounds that were totally mad, 
like someone recording a tree and putting it into 



their keyboard to play a melody. All this made 
me think that I wanted to use my instrument 
in this direction." 

Bertelmann first discovered prepared piano 
while recording the first Hauschka album, 2004's 
Room To Expand, in the Brecon Beacons. Since 
then, he has experimented with countless objects, 
discovering which are sonic dead-ends and which 



hauschka 

Words: Abi Bliss 
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can be attached to the piano strings to make them 
shake, rattle and roll. 

"I use duct tape, felt wedges that piano tuners 
use for muting the strings, beer bottle caps," he 
lists. "I have one preparation of beer bottle caps 
wound up on a rope that I use for a tambourine 
sound. I use a wooden ruler, ping pong balls, 
marbles, a spoon, a chicken egg, metal foil and 



plastic ones from stage lights. " An egg? Like an 
empty shell, or a hardboiled one? "No, it's like those 
[percussion] eggs you can buy in music shops. I think 
a real egg would mess up the piano," he laughs. 
"I also use little wind-up toys, like the ducks you 
have in the bathtub." Unfortunately, not everyone 
shares his magpie sensibility. "I use a lot of stuff 
that's mainly garbage. When people clean the stage 
after my shows, they want to throw everything 
away and I have to take care they don't." 

If certain notes are prepared and others left 
'pure', does that dictate the form of a composition? 
Or does he write a piece then adapt the keys to fit 
its shape? "Both," he says. "Sometimes I compose 
and when I'm doing the preparation it changes the 
composition markedly, because some strings are not 
sounding properly. But mostly I prepare the piano 
beforehand, because it makes you use certain keys 
differently. You use a percussive sound more in 
a rhythmic way than in a melodic way." 

You studied the piano for 1 years, something 
which I imagine might produce an unconscious, 
automatic connection between the motion of your 
fingers and the resulting music. Is preparing the 
piano a way of reengaging with the instrument's 
physical presence, of defamiliarising it and making 
it awkward again? 

"I think there's that aspect, but also, in a way, 
it's quite a holy instrument. It was an instrument for 
the establishment: you couldn't afford it because 
it was big and expensive. I'm taking it out of this 
holy context into being a sound machine, changing 
its practical value. But without losing the holiness 
of it, because it's an instrument that has so much 
to offer in terms of the tones and qualities you can 
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use." Why not just have a laptop, programmed 
with all the piano sounds and then some? "The real 
instrument is a playground for me. For me, it's the 
craft thing: I have to use real strings, I can use 
different techniques to play spontaneously and 
I don't have to twiddle the knob and see where 
the parameters are." 

Bertelmann admits that despite his efforts, 
he still hasn't achieved all the effects he wants 
to, such as sustained pads of sound. "I'm using 
E-bows at the moment for that, but I would love 
to have electronic equipment to create a constant 
noise that I could control while I'm playing. I'm 
in conversation with a couple of electro-guys who 
are inventing machines to see how I can do that 
without losing any of the fun of playing. " 

Ferndorf and Snowf lakes And Carwrecks were 
recorded in Bertelmann's own studio. More recently, 
though, he's begun to see studios as a needless 
expense. " Now I find the rooms with the best 
acoustics, and set up my studio there for a couple 
of days. It can be a church, or the lobby of a 
museum, a room that has a good acoustic for the 
sound I want to record." 

He records digitally using Logic Studio, then 
mixes at home through a desk and two monitors, 
trying to manipulate the sounds as little as possible. 
"I'm becoming more and more a friend of recording 
things and leaving them as they are. In the first place 
I try to record under the best circumstances, with 
the best microphones, in the best room, where 
lean be flexible," he says. "I record the direct signal 
of the instrument as close as possible, then I use 
a couple of microphones to get the reverb side. For 
example I put a pair of stereo mics at 5m and 12m 



to mic up the different reverbs. Then I can combine 
that. I'm a fan of dry sound, but I always have the 
chance to put natural reverb on top of the strings. " 

When a Hauschka song needs string parts, 
Bertelmann can try his compositions out 
electronically before passing them to real-life 
musicians. "Strings are connected with a certain 
fear I have with classical instruments," he explains. 



'For me irs the 
craftwork thing: 
I have to use real 
strings' 



mm 

"As with the piano, they are full of cliches. 
Whenever you makeanarrangementyou hear a 
film soundtrack or Mozart or whatever. So there was 
a danger in it, but I was fascinated with using those 
traditional elements and transferring them into the 
music I was interested in, like electronic music, 
techno and hip-hop. But not in the way of those 
concerts, 'the symphonic orchestra plays hip-hop'." 



However, the last two records have also been 
fuelled by improvisation. "When I played with two 
cello players, there was nothing notated. We just 
sat in a room completely mic-ed and we started, 
and we played for two days from 8am until 6pm. 

"Sometimes I use overdubs afterwards to make 
the composition stronger. With the string quartet 
pieces I recorded improvised pieces on my piano, 
and then I arranged the string section on top of that. 
Now I'm working the other way around: I'm 
working on string arrangements that are written 
beforehand and I'm trying to improvise on top." 

Working with other instrumentalists has 
provided a few learning curve moments: "I think 
my biggest lack of knowledge was in the range of 
the instruments. The other lack is that I'm not really 
familiar with the possibilities that the player has. 
But I spoke with a couple of famous string players 
and they told me that, when I write for strings, 
I should never think about the opportunities that 
a string player has; I should always write it and then 
give it to the string player and he can find out if 
he can play it. Otherwise it's self-limiting." 

So what ambitions does Bertelmann hold for the 
future? "I'm up for working with bigger ensembles, 
like an orchestra. As well, I'd like to work with 
drummers, and I'd love to work with ensembles that 
are untypical, such as a clarinet choir. 

"It would be difficult, as you have to find these 
players", he adds, "but on the other side, it makes 
the acoustic happening a little more extraordinary. " 

Hauschka plays London 's Queen Elizabeth Hall 
on April 20 as part of the Ether Festival. 
www.southbankcentre.co.uk 
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Cut free from parent band The Knife # Karin DreijirAndersson 
is Fever Ray # a faceless sculptress shaping strange pop geometry 
from polished surfaces and ghostly matter 



A camera trolls the room. A body lies bent on the 
carpet, face turned away. Clothed corpses dot the 
bottom of an empty swimming pool. A fish-headed 
figure stands unmoving in a stairwell, feathers 
sprouting from its neck; behind, the wall is studded 
with trophy animals, antlers casting shadows onto 
sickly white paint. An ownerless alsation that 
appears from nowhere, walking past the piano. 
Candles burn. I keep returning to the pool, pocked 
with bodies. There are signs of conflict; chairs 
overturned. What has happened to these people? 

The video to 'If I Had A Heart', the first single 
by Fever Ray- aka Karin DreijirAndersson, one half 
of brother-sister duo The Knife - is no typical music 
video, but then, this is the work of Andreas Nilsson, 
a Swedish visual artist and director whose long- 
lasting affinity with The Knife has borne a number 
of astounding short films, culminating in his 
bombastic, haunted scenography for the band's 
Silent Shout lour in 2006; a backdrop that more 
suggested a piece of drama than a concert. Indeed, 
the video seems to possess certain qualities of 
atavistic theatre; there's something ritualistic about 
it, something ceremonial, or sacrificial. 

"Andreas was very much into this idea of ritual, " 
Karin insists, calling from home in Stockholm. 



to escape this labyrinth of cold pipe-clangs and 
jewelled, ominous stares - but the very fact of its 
darkness is what draws us further into its centre. 

The idea that we're continuously attracted to 
things that may ultimately harm us seems to inform 
Karin's work; when I ask why, for example, she 
enjoys manipulating her voice into something 
indeterminate, even genderless, she admits that 
there's a satisfaction to be had in evading our 
certainty, in causing us discomfort. "This idea 
of gender perspective is very interesting," she 
explains, " because you always want to know 
whether it is a female or male vocal, and you 
do not find out. " So do we listen to a message 
from an 'artificial' voice more deeply, because 
we do not know what - or who - it is? 

"An artificial voice can definitely sound more 
real, I think. In music, you work so much with 
emotion and in, like, trying to -how do you say it - 
tell about emotions or atmospheres or 
environments. So it is therefore interesting to work 
with the voice in the same way that you would work 
with an instrument. The most important thing is 
that I just want the song's expression to be the best 
one, and it often feels like I should pitch the voice in 
some almost unnatural way to achieve that." 



'You always want to know whether 
it is a female or male vocal, and you 
do not find out' 



" He wanted to have - " she pauses to giggle, 
separating each syllable delectably, "ec-to-plas-ma! 
He wanted to have this image of something having 
been driven out of the person with ectoplasma. 
We have quite a big death or black metal scene 
in Sweden, which is very interesting to me because 
they take very good care of the visual aspect of 
the music. Andreas leaves the film very open to 
interpretation; I think it is very important that you 
can make your own conclusions about what is 
going on in that place." 

The sinister is innate in Karin's music. Fans of 
The Knife will immediately recognise that almost 
L/nrecogniseable vocal. Pitchshifted, filtered and 
encoded, it is neither female nor male, human nor 
android; it often appears to be not one voice, but 
several, exhumed, each with their own encrypted, 
abstract command: "Come here, sparrow, " beckons 
one, "Watch my hand/Black and blue seeds. . . " 
It halts, unfinished. "Do my hair, paint eyelash/ 
Reappear in a flash, " counters a mirrored face, 
blinking. Blocks of synth, clean as needles, tessellate 
and repel like appearing/vanishing steps; the 
melody ascends and plunges accordingly, running 
and falling and starting all over again. Clammy beats 
play out like the snap of clavicles. Part of us wants 



I return to the video for 'If I Had A Heart', 
where Karin appears only once, her face concealed, 
daubed white and black in the pattern of a skull, 
eyeless. In performances, photoshoots, interviews, 
The Knife would wear black masks with foot-long 
beaks that protruded where noses should be, 
themselves like blades, serrated and brutal-looking. 
They erased any sense of Olaf and Karin as humans; 
they were creatures, about which everything was 
unknown. They could've been stalkers. They 
could've been attackers. But the intention, probably, 
was for them to be vessels; faceless, so that they did 
not project onto the music any determinate identity. 
"If you 're really interested in music, you don't mind 
who is on stage or what they look like, " reasons 
Karin. "When you talk to people who are not so into 
music, who are maybe more into fashion or- 1 mean 
- how things look, it's like they think that music 
composers should be... celebrities, or something? 
Personalities. That's when there's this confusion. 
We work with the stage almost in the same way you 
do with theatre - you try to locate the visual 
expression that maximises the sound, rather than 
anything that reveals the people behind it." 

Andersson is rehearsing for her solo tour, which 
will transplant the cold, viscous gel of her album to 



the stage; she'll be alone, brother Olaf busied with 
the music and libretti they're writing together for an 
opera conceived by the Danish performance troupe, 
Hotel Pro Forma, and inspired by Charles Darwin's 
Origin Of The Species. " It is not about Charles 
Darwin, really," she emphasises, " but around him. 
Pro Forma are known for their very beautiful 
performances with film, visuals and music. . .it is 
some kind of stage art. " 

Having worked so intensely as a duo for so long, 
it must be invigorating to work closely with such 
a large group, I venture. "Actually, they want 
everybody to work separately! " she exclaims. 
" Us and the choreographer. . .we don't meet. They 
think everything should be very separate before the 
premiere, and then in the last month they put it all 
together somehow! But that is good, you just focus 
on what you want to do and don't compromise. " 

Such isolation features heavily in Karin's music; 
Fever Ray is full of ghosts, doppelgangers and 
shadows, but none seem more real than Karin, 
alone, singing into a resounding panorama of 
electronics. "In the beginning, it was a little 
strange," she remembers. "Olaf moved to Berlin 
when we finished Silent Shout and he almost took 
the whole studio with him ! So I had to start with 
practical things, which was quite good for me 
because I had to get into the more technical side 
of the studio work which I had relied on Olaf to 
do before. It was not a nice place, really, " she says 
of the studio; "it was down in a basement, a little 
room south of Stockholm. But really, I was looking 
for a place that wasn't very nice, where I could be 
on my own." 

I can't help but wonder how the need for 
solitude chimes with Karin's role as the mother 
of two young children. Has she found it difficult 
to work, artistically, since they were born, and did 
she feel it was imperative that she must continue 
to create, even if it were problematic to do so? 
" It is probably the biggest change in life that you 
can experience, after you have moved from home, " 
Karin begins, her voice kindling with affection. 
"It changes your perspective on everything, and 
it's the first time that you don't - you can't -just 
think about yourself anymore. But it makes it even 
more important for me to continue with the music; 
I think that it's some kind of responsibility. Making 
music is a very good job to have when you're a 
mother, because when you go home it's very hectic. 
Everybody is screaming and there is a lot of people 
running around. Then, you go to work, and you 
can relax! " she chuckles. 

"It is a fantastic thing to just use music as a way 
of communicating and learning," she continues. 
"I love watching kids when they're all clapping and 
singing along, and all the... joy... about it. This is 
something you can forget when you get older, that 
music is something to feel good about. But now," 
she hiccups, drifting into her soft, kind laugh once 
more, "I realise I haven't really made a feel-good 
album! Oh dear." 



34 1 plan b 



black hearted 1 



ove 



Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



In a stone inn in rural Dorset PJ Harvey and long-time collaborator 

John Parish talk the rapture, beauty and disgust of new album 

A Woman A Man Walked By. Plan B peruses a menu, will pass 

on the chicken livers, if it's all the same to you 



East Coker is a place where the name looms larger 
than the village itself. These days an appealing 
outskirt of Yeovil (whose road signs, with baffling 
optimism, proclaim the town to have The heart 
of the country, the mind of a city') it was written 
into poetic history by TS Eliot, who traced his English 
ancestors back to here, and whose ashes lie in the 
village churchyard. 

After Eliot visited in the Thirties, he composed 
'East Coker', part of his metaphysical opus Four 
Quartets. The poem paints the village as a place 
where time's passing is a cycle of decay and rebirth - 
"In my beginning is my end" - where past ghosts 
still dance lightly across the fields on summer 
midnights. As the poem turns to the horror and 
inevitability of death, from the third, and bleakest, 
section comes these lines: 



John Parish prepare to once more sit on the sofa 
and talk. As Parish studies his bowl of parsnip 
soup, Harvey changes from her photo-session 
dress into jeans and a jacket. The poet may have 
dubbed April the cruellest month, but February 
is generally the chilliest, and even the Helyar's 
log fire isn't enough to fend off goose pimples 
on bare arms. 

Change accomplished, she settles down next 
to Parish, who projects the dignified affability of 
a man who can enter middle age without too 
much soul-searching about how his time has 
been spent. Harvey is a famously reserved 
interviewee, but having Parish there takes 
the heat off a little. If the questioning lingers 
on her too long, that intense, hazel-eyed stare 
need not frost over in polite evasiveness, but 



her previous guise of austere black or grunge-ironic 
leopardskin for a vamp-drag of piled hairpieces and 
bone-clinging dresses. At Glastonbury 1 995 her 
dazzling pink catsuit and Joan Crawford eyelashes 
could be seen from several fields' distance. 

Then came Dance Hall At Louse Point, written 
while touring To Bring You My Love and recorded 
soon after, as the eyelashes were peeled off and the 
panstick scoured away. A deliciously world-weary 
cover of Lieber and Stoller's 'Is That All There Is?' 
aside, Parish wrote and recorded all the music: 
Harvey found, fitted and sang the words. Thirteen 
years on, they've revisited that arrangement for 
A Woman A Man Walked By. So why now? 

"Well, we'd always assumed we'd make another 
record together," says Parish, "with me writing the 
music and Polly writing the lyrics. It came about now 



'It's something that we guard against, the possibility of 
weakening the work by compromising each other's ideas' 



- Parish 



"Or when, under ether, the mind is conscious but 
conscious of nothing -I said to my soul, be still, 
and wait without hope". 

Generations later, they're echoed, yet denied, 
by PJ Harvey's White Chalk: "When under ether/The 
mind comes alive/But conscious of nothing/But 
the will to survive". 

Sitting solidly on a corner in the village, The Helyar 
Arms has been much renovated since those inter- 
war years when untroubled lanes and picturesque 
rural toil provided a fertile backdrop for Eliot's 
literary meditation. Nevertheless, it's still one 
of those ageless stone inns where light passes 
through the windowpanes and halts, suspended 
at the exact late-afternoon point when it would 
be best to put aside poetic scribblings and break 
out the toasting fork and slippers. A red setter 
weaves around the barstools, tastes the air and 
grins, scenting tantalising leftovers from the 
weekly pie night. 

What would Eliot have made of the duo 
now emerging from the nostalgically named 
Apple Loft? Having installed themselves in the pub 
for a fortnight, doing press for their new album, 
A Woman A Man Walked By, Polly Harvey and 
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can be safely deflected towards her cup of tea 
as he answers. 

A Woman A Man Walked By is billed as Harvey 
and Parish reunited, but in reality the Yeovil-born 
musician has been a longstanding presence in 
Harvey's career. Having been tipped off by a friend 
who overheard her singing, he met her after she 
tried to book his group, Automatic Dlamini, to play 
at her 1 8th birthday party. The gig fell through, 
but Harvey went on to join the band, playing sax, 
guitar and singing backing vocals until 1991. 

Automatic Dlamini came to an end around 
the time of PJ Harvey's first album, Dry, with Parish 
focusing once more on his previous sideline of 
producing bands. They worked together again 
on 1 995's To Bring You My Love, his playing and 
production work helping reshape Harvey's sound 
from the spinal fluids-and-rust-lubricated guitar 
grind of the Steve Albini-recorded Rid Of Me to 
a gothic melodrama, flawlessly staged between 
blood-crimson velvet curtains. 

The performances around To Bring You My 
Love saw Harvey lay down her guitar and step 
deliberately underthat uniquely harsh spotlight 
reserved for female singers - but on her terms, 
mocking the expectation of glamour by swapping 



simply because Polly came across an old tape with 
the song 'Black Hearted Love', when she was 
sorting out all her tapes at the end of the White 
Chalk recording." Although Parish brought in 
PJ regular Eric Drew Feldman, Autolux drummer 
Carla Azar and guitarist Giovanni Ferrario to flesh 
out some tracks, Harvey denies having felt tempted 
to add her own music to his compositions. Yet 
there's no hint of two strong-willed artists jostling 
for the creative top bunk: in fact, the album seems 
so much the work of one unified sensibility that 
it could easily have been billed as a new PJ Harvey 
record without anyone noticing. With such a sharp 
division of labour, surely they must have had some 
musical disagreements? 

"There wasn't really one on this record. 
It's something that we guard against, the possibility 
of weakening the work by compromising each 
other's ideas, so if there's anything we have 
disagreements about, that we're not 1 00 per cent 
confident about, we won't work on that piece. 
We don't try and persuade each other of the other 
person's point of view," Parish replies. 

"We have had disagreements on other projects, 
though," Harvey points out. "Sometimes we 
naturally-or perhaps unnaturally -seem to hear 



pj harvey & John parish 



rhythm in the opposite way to each other. 
I remember one week-long disagreement going 
on when we recorded 'The Devil' off White Chalk. 
We were really in a big sulk with each other for 
a longtime." 

Who won in the end? 

"He did," she grins. "Dammit." 

Both of you seem keen to push yourselves and 
others forward. Can you each recognise when 
the other is working within their comfort zone, 
and jolt them out of it? 

"Yes, but I don't think we had to do that much 
with this record," Parish says. "We're both quite 
rigorous self-editors, so we tried to move beyond 
that before we even got together for this record. " 

on collaboration, ana voice 

If PJ Harvey's 2004 album Uh Huh Her brought 
for the first time the suggestion of over-familiarity, 
Harvey herself must have sensed this: for 2007's 
White Chalk she responded by embracing the 
challenge of expression through both a new 
instrument (piano) and a new, eerily high vocal 
register. But plenty has happened for John Parish, 
too, in the years since Dance Hall At Louse Point. 
He produced a wealth of other albums - including 
Eels' Souljacker; which he co-wrote -working 
with Goldfrapp, Sparklehorse and Giant Sand; 
scored film soundtracks and released two other 
solo albums, How Animals Move and Once Upon 
A Little Time. 

Despite often being attributed the status of 
a side-project for Harvey, Dance Hall At Louse Point 
is still a fearsome piece of work: alternately subdued 
and hysterical, and held together by a chest- 



years/Jesus, come closer/I think my time is near". 
But even the supposedly naked hurt of Dry clothed 
frustration, lust and jealousy in tales of Samson 
and Delilah and sheela-na-gigs. 

Now Harvey's lyrics are more subtly defined and 
less obvious in their reference points, sketching out 
more ambiguous realms where outlines are lighter 
and the emotions spill over and mix more freely. 
If listeners to 'When Under Ether' tried to pin the 
song down to a specific scenario, the most 
commonly seized upon being a woman's experience 
of abortion, they risked losing grasp of the song's 
gauzy, between-worlds evocation of psychological 
and spiritual awakening. And so when 'Sixteen, 
Fifteen, Fourteen' concludes with Harvey feverishly 
whispering "There is no rapture in the garden " over 
and over, leaving unanswered the question of what 
happens when the countdown reaches zero. 

'Leaving California' changes the tone once 
again, with a piano waltz that sees Harvey return 
to the brittle, regret-filled soprano of White Chalk. 
Considering how each successive album has seen 
her find a new kind of voice to suit the music, does 
she feel completely in control of it? 

"No, I don't. I don't at all. I really hope that it 
doesn't come across as just doing vocal acrobatics. 
I hope it doesn't sound like that to people because 
it's certainly not intended to be," she says, sounding 
hurt at the thought. " I don't feel in control of my 
voice, because I feel it's really instinctive. I need to 
sing in certain ways according to the atmosphere 
of the song and the narrative, to make it credible. 
So I never, ever feel as though I'm purposely 
showing off all the things I can do." 

"I never hear it like that," reassures Parish. 




'I don't feel in control of my voice, because I feel it's really 
instinctive. I need to sing in certain ways according to the 
atmosphere of the song' -Harvey 



clenching mix of yearning and claustrophobia. 
It's not hard to divine some of this tension from 
Harvey's apparent awkwardness at having for the 
first time to express some of her most desolate 
songs through vocals alone. Conversely, A Woman 
A Man. . . feels instantly more at ease with itself. 
And Harvey and Parish both seem more content 
with this second team-up (or at least as satisfied 
as these two can be: " Had we had limitless time, 
I wouldn't have minded more time with all the 
musicians there, to see if anything else could 
have happened with any of the other songs", 
Parish muses). 

The arid blues wasteland of Dance Hall At 
Louse Point has been softened and greened, seeded 
with a range of styles that seem to reach back to 
different points of Harvey's career. Even though it's 
one album Parish wasn't involved in, opening song 
'Black Hearted Love' immediately echoes the 
disconcertingly straightforward rock of Stories 
From The City Stories From The Sea, albeit with 
a gleeful masochism that's more Rid Of Me than 
life-affirming romance: "When you/Call out my 
name in rapture/I. . . volunteer my soul for murder". 

'Sixteen, Fifteen, Fourteen' scurries off in 
another direction entirely, with bursts of 
Appalachian-inspired strumming that become 
a menacing weave around musical statues as 
Harvey recounts a game of hide and seek, every 
breathlessly counted second laden with expectant 
ritual. Harvey's lyrics have always been heavy with 
layers of allusive imagery: To Bring You My Love 
theatrically acknowledged its debt to both the blues 
and Biblical fire and brimstone with its opening 
flourish, "/ was born in the desert/I been down for 



But Harvey continues, "Sometimes I worry about 
it. With my own records, too, people use words like, 
'Now she's doing the wailing banshee, the yelping 
girl', or something like that." She adds, "It seems 
a shame to me to limit the colours of my palette, 
just to avoid those applications and terms. Because 
I do feel that the voice is an instrument, like all of the 
colours that an artist might use. " 

So how do you find the right voice for a song? 
Does it emerge first time, or are you pulling faces 
in front of the mic in order to locate it? 

"I don't even think about it. The sound that 
comes out of my mouth when I open it is the sound 
that each song has. There's not even any feeling 
it around. On this album, the only songs I had to 
experiment with were 'Pig Will Not' and 'A Woman 
A Man Walked By'. It took me a while to find away 
to sing those songs that didn't sound silly over the 
top of such rambunctious, crazy music. I couldn't 
sing quietly over songs like that. " 

It's interesting that she mentions those two. 
One of the most startling things about Harvey's 
songs over the years have been their smearing 
of the line between aggression and humiliation, 
despair and comedy. The extreme emotions that 
Harvey professes to seek are often either puffed up 
to self-defeating levels of ridiculousness or, at the 
other end of the scale, garbed in the blackest of 
humour. The latter comes on Dry's acoustic dirge, 
'Plants And Rags', a picture of abjection whose 
opening couplet announces the narrator's wish 
to "ease myself into/A body bag". The former is 
often overlooked on Rid Of Me, from the title track's 
hoarsely screamed "Lick my legs/I'm on fire" coda 
to the swaggering supersexual giantess and the 
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Other side alleys and intriguing 
dusty corners from Polly Jean's 
idiosyncratic career 

4-Track Demos (Island, 1993) 
Early, equally abrasive guitar-and-vocals versions of 
songs from Rid Of Me coupled with unreleased gems 
such as 'Reeling'. Also boasts two wryly subversive 
images from Harvey's longstanding photographic foil, 
Maria Mochnacz: the cover's DIY pin-up in woolly 
underwear and the reverse shot of a naked Harvey 
glumly packaged in cellophane. 

Is This Desire? (Island, 1998) 
Instead of continuing down the more radio-friendly 
folksy avenues of To Bring You My Love, Harvey takes 
the understated menace of 'Working ForThe Man' as 
cue for an album of prowling bass, oppressive 
electronic atmospheres and feverish, desperate 
visions. Recommended for anyone who still has her 
pinned as a blues-rock Luddite. 

The Peel Sessions 1991-2004 (Island, 2006) 
The urgent throb of Harvey's early trio may not really 
need the no-frills BBC session approach, but this 
career-spanning, if sadly not comprehensive, 
compilation also includes the RidOfMe-era rarity 'My 
Naked Cousin', a lascivious swagger through Willie 
Dixon's 'Wang Dang Doodle' and Harvey and Parish's 
cover of RainerPtacek's 'Losing Ground'. 
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anxious would-be macho man of '50ft Queenie' 
and 'Man-Size'. 

Here, there's 'A Woman A Man Walked By', 
in which Harvey leers about a man with "chicken 
liver heart/made of chicken liver parts/lily-livered 
little parts". Torn between fascination and disgust, 
she growls, "That woman man/I want his fucking 
ass". 'Pig Will Not', meanwhile, sounds as though 
Harvey's head has been replaced by a pressure 
cooker as she builds up to the kind of foot-stomping 
tantrum that causes parents of toddlers everywhere 
to sigh wearily and walk in the opposite direction. 

If it took you a while to get that kind of 
aggression right, were you holding yourself back? 
"I didn't know how to. . .1 tried singing gently, I tried 
whole-note singing, and they ended up needing 
to be almost a half-spoken tirade in order to work 
with the music, but it took me a while. Whereas 
with a song like 'April', that particular voice, or with 
'Sixteen, Fifteen, Fourteen', I just opened my mouth 
and that way of singing would be there. " 

Just as you expect Harvey's venom on the title 
track to reach some kind of peak, it pulls the rug out 
by melting away into The Crow Knows Where All 
The Little Children Go', an instrumental whose jabs 
of piano and locomotive percussion keep running 
with the momentum but let the aggression 
dissipate. What made them decide to splice the 
two songs together like that? 

"That was Polly, actually. . . " says Parish. 

"It was my idea. My idea!" Harvey exclaims 
in mock-triumphal style. "I think when we were 
finishing off the album, the last two weeks, I felt as 
though it needed to go somewhere. I wasn't happy 
with it fading and it didn't seem right to stop. I felt 



on costume, and characterisation 

Harvey's voice once more explores unexpected 
corners in the slow-oozing ballad 'April', where she 
adopts a quavering croak, whose pleas of "I don't 
know what silence means/It could mean anything/ 
April, won't you answer me?" seem to revel in their 
weakness. When singing a song like that, how 
much does she visualise the world of its character? 

"I think very much about the words I'm 
inhabiting. When I sit down to do a vocal, I probably 
read through the words that I've written first of all, " 
she says. 

"Sometimes it takes a very physical posture 
that I need to adopt. For 'April' I had to sing with 
my hands cupped over my nose the whole time 
[demonstrates] in a slightly crooked position. 
And I don't know why. I didn't think about it for 
days beforehand; it was just there. I never try and 
analyse why because I like that that just happens 
and that it surprises me. So I suppose I just try 
and be responsive to the moment, wherever 
that takes me." 

One of your initial quotes when the album was 
announced suggested that the song was sung from 
the view of a 100 year-old woman. "I wasn't trying 
to be age-specific there, not in any way. Again, 
it was all to do with the words, the person who's 
singing to April the whole time, and asking these 
questions, imploring for an answer. It felt like the 
voice that that needed to be. " 

I'm thinking for a moment of two different 
YouTube clips I watched of 'Taut' (from Dance 
Hall At Louse Point). One, from around the time 
of the album's release, has Harvey frozen and wide- 
eyed behind the mic stand, whimpering and 
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that originally inspired them, but the songs still 
manifest an honesty from Harvey that outweighs 
a magazine-rack full of confessions. 

In this aspect, White Chalk was a beautifully 
conceived creation: Harvey's encounter with the 
unfamiliar black and white keys made physical 
through her ebony-and-ivory styling as a primly 
brooding governess, sat rigid for the plate 
photographer but finding new freedoms within 
the songs' spindliness and spaces. For/\ Woman 
A Man Walked By, it's as though each piece of music 
already recorded by Parish is a costume for Harvey 
to try on and see how it speaks to her. In each there's 
restriction but also a new story to be found, and just 
because it's someone else's story doesn't mean she 
can't have a feel around to surprise us with what 
lurks in the pockets. 

on independence, and things 
to come 

The teacup emptied and the soup consumed, 
it's time to wrap up, to break free of the Helyar 
Arms' temporal amber and rejoin life outside. 
The world has changed in so many ways since 
Dance Hall At Louse Point. But one thing is the 
same. Polly, how on earth are you still managing 
to get away with doing whatever you want on 
Island Records? 

" I feel very fortunate that I've been with the 
same record label for years and years, since 
Rid Of Me. At this stage I have a really good 
relationship with them and they seem very happy 
to put out what I give them, when I give it to them, " 
Harvey laughs. "I think it's because of that longevity 
that I'm in a position to do that. And also because 



Harvey builds up from the songs, trusting instinct to let 
them decide the shape of PJ Harvey, performer 



like it had onlyjust begun. John had this piece 
of music, 'The Crow Knows', which I loved, but 
I hadn't felt able to write words over it. I think 
it works really well. And that was that beautiful 
moment where we said, 'Will it work? I don't know' 
and had this really rough approximation, just quickly 
threw it in, and it knitted together perfectly. It was 
like it was always supposed to be there." 

You might expect the song to lead into 
something a bit more apocalyptic. It's almost, 
well, pretty. 

"Pretty, yes?" replies Parish with a hint of 
a quizzical smile at the cloth-eared interviewer. 
"I never would have described it as that, but 
I'm glad you hearthat." 

Well, it's surprisingly understated. 
" I feel like it's really low lighting in a New Orleans 
bar, with sawdust shavings and people shimmying," 
says Harvey. 

" It's a dance track, definitely. " 
"Yeah, but very, very dark and dirty. " 
"But I do love the way the two pieces mesh 
and you get that moment where you're not sure 
what the music's doing." 

Harvey feigns panic: "What's going on?" 
"You're kind of slip-shifting from one thing 
to another." 

"I'm looking forward to hearing that live." 
Parish hesitates. "Yeah. Yeah." They both laugh. 
" I can see the dread run through you ! " 
"I think it's going to be a difficult one to play," 
Parish says, "just because the instrumentation is 
very peculiar on that track. So we're going to have 
to find a way of making it work. " He brightens. 
"Which is going to be great, actually." 



squealing with the same constrained wretchedness 
as the record. The second, captured during the 
Uh Huh Hertour, reimagines the song as a yell 
of outrage, the song's anger no longer bottled 
up as Harvey revels in it, rolling and head-shaking 
across the stage. 

You're the performer I've seen who seems 
to experience the most physical connection to her 
songs. Do you know how these ones will come 
outlive? 

"Again, it's always instinctive and I won't 
really know until I'm on the stage singing them. 
It is all to do with how it feels right in that moment. 
It depends on the audience, the room, what I'm 
hearing from the band and how I'm feeling in 
myself, if I'm feeling confident or not. 

" It's really hard to find words to talk about 
something you never even talk about in your own 
brain. I just avail myself to the moment in an honest 
fashion; I don't try and put on anything other than 
the way I feel right then, and just try to deliver the 
song in the best possible way. " 

Time and again, Harvey takes pains to emphasise 
how much she works through instinct and feeling, 
immediacy rather than guile. Yet how to reconcile 
this with her apparent love of artistry: the costumes 
for each album, the make-up, the production and 
instrument choices, the melodramatic storytelling? 
It seems that, in reversal of the hunger for 
authenticity that leads people to dissect music, 
gesture and appearance for signs of the 'real' 
person underneath, Harvey builds up from the 
songs, trusting instinct to let them decide the shape 
of PJ Harvey, performer. We may not know the 
carefully guarded inner thoughts and emotions 



they have a certain respect for me and what 
I do, and they're always interested to hear what 
I'm up to." 

You seem lucky to be in that situation. "I've had 
a good relationship with Island. Butyou can never 
guarantee anything. Now, financially, things are 
getting so tough that I don't just know that they're 
always going to be there. And they might not. " 

"And certainly, individuals change and you 
might get a different set of people," Parish adds. 

What would you do if you didn't have a label? 

"I think somebody in Polly's position is quite 
capable of putting out their own material. Polly's 
an established artist and there are a lot of people 
who are going to be interested in what she does. 
But Polly doesn't want to do that herself, she 
doesn't want to be sitting there doing the 
mechanics behind it, so there has to be some kind 
of organisation like a record company. I don't see 
Polly burning her own CDs and sending them out 
to people." 

Me neither. Even without the Victorian garb 
of the last album, there's something about Polly 
Harvey and John Parish that's. . .not old-fashioned, 
but pleasingly detached from 2009, as though 
their creative lives are carried around inside their 
own versions of Eliot's East Coker. Few other artists 
could release a sequel to an album like Dance Hall 
At Louse Point 1 3 years on and not make it seem 
like bookends to their careers or an attempt 
to retrace past glories. A Woman A Man Walked 
By marks neither a beginning nor an end for Harvey 
and Parish, but the kind of middle that looks both 
back with experience and forward by trusting each 
other's instincts. 
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Keeping head above water with 
the buoyant power-pop of Now 
We Can See 



"This is NOT a concept record. " 

Hutch Harris has already been down that road. 
TheThermals' 2006 album The Body, The Blood, 
The Machine was inescapably billed as a punky 
opus, a dispatch from the dystopian future of a 
nation where church and state were intertwined. 
"I feel like I started it, because I wrote the press 
release, and called it a 'concept-not-concept' 
record," says Hutch. "I hope it didn't scare anyone 
away because I think if you sat and listened to it, 
you'd think itwasjusta bunch of post-punk songs. 
Not post-punk... post-pop-punk. I don't want to call 
it punk rock, I think it's something a little more than 
that." Is there no unifying theme this time? "Uhh, 
most of the songs are about death . " 

The Thermals may not want to put a tag on what 
they do, but they're a band with an unusually strong 
sense of themselves and who they're for. " I hope 
people put us on when they're really excited or 
getting pumped up to go out," says Hutch. "I've 
worked in a lot of kitchens over the years, and 
I always thought if you could make a good kitchen 
record you've done really well. Queens Of The Stone 
Age's first album is like that, it's a record you can 
work to. White Light/White Heat was played over 
and over again in one place I worked in, which was 
basically a lot of drug users making pizza. Making 
a record that serves a purpose, that gets people 
through their day, is definitely a goal of mine. " 

That's an alarmingly pragmatic thing for an 
artist say, but completely in line with The Thermals' 
unblinking mission to poweryou though whatever 
part of your life they're soundtracking. Get past 
the sometimes rote base of their songs, and there's 
a world of unexpendable energy and enthusiasm 
as your prize. Producer John Congleton (Explosions 
In The Sky, Polyphonic Spree) has cleaned them 
up further on Now We Can See, dumping them 
another town away from their lo-f i roots. They've 
lost none of their directness. This batch of songs 
is brash, compact, uncomplicated, righteous. 

"It's funny that you say it's more direct," says 
bassist Kathy Foster, and this is the reaction I'm 
expecting, given that I'm effectively accusing them 
of regression. "We feel like the songs have got more 
developed, and we've thought about them more 
as we've gone along." 

Hutch interrupts: "But I think it is direct. I think 
the lyrics, certainly, are more direct. One of the goals 
was to get away from obsessing over politics and 
religion and make a record that was more human. 
Y'know, songs for people. " 

There's a feeling that we're about to traipse 
over a familiar battleground. " I think the last one 
was maybe a little too psychotic," adds Hutch. 

"Mm, butitjustwaswhatitwas!" says Kathy, 
like Hutch has insulted a mutual friend that she likes 
more than he does. 

"OK," says Hutch. 

"It wasn't too anything, I don't think," 
says Kathy. 

"OK," says Hutch. 



The job you see Kathy do in The Thermals is 
playing bass, but she's also been the drummer on 
these last two albums, a key part of the songwriting 
process, and a clear foil to Hutch's extremes. Hutch 
generally acquiesces to questions, Kathy will start 
by disagreeing and work back to you. 

Where does an angry punk band go post- 
Obama? When you've spentyears railing 
against authority, what happens when the 
people in positions of authority suddenly 
become quite likeable? 

"I'd rather have that than have McCain get 
elected, and be like 'oh good, now I can write 
more songs'. Fuck that," says Hutch. "I was writing 
the lyrics about a year ago and I thought Hilary 
Clinton was going to get elected. A lot of the lyrics, 
thankfully, can be taken as either really cynical or 
as positive about something like Obama. I mean, 
I feel optimistic, but I'm not losing myjob or getting 
kicked out of my house. " 

Most Thermals songs sound the same. 
Declamatory shopping-list lyrics over soaring 
power chords. "It's fine with me," says Hutch. 
" Most bands I like, all their songs sound the same. 
One Pixies song to the next. ..." 

"All the Strokes records," Kathy offers. 

Do you do keep it like that on purpose? 

"I just don't know what else to do! " fake-cries 
Hutch like a secret 'I can't believe I'm getting away 
with this' admission. "Sometimes I think I've written 
something that sounds quite different, but it 
doesn't. To me that's fine. It means we have a 
style, and it's a take it or leave it thing." 

How long can you keep doing it for? 

"I think we're already growing out of pop punk, 
we're getting more dynamic," says Kathy. "When 
you're younger you play faster and you're into more 
hyper music. As you get older you want to explore 
more. Sometimes I want to move around more 
on stage, but it's just like, all those downstrokes. . . 
I'd start missing notes if was moving more." 

Hutch says: "You get tired, too, when you 
get old." 

When I Died 

"The earth was too hot/The air was too thin " . 

Where next? 

Hutch: " It's following the story of a character 
who basically wants to become a fish. It's about 
human arrogance too, about someone who believes 
that if they wanted to they could just de-evolve. 
He jumps in the ocean hoping that nature will take 
care of the rest, and instead he drowns, because 
it's not possible." 

Is that the end of it? " I guess. Anytime you try 
to describe meanings to people you lose something, 
so I always have to give very succinct explanations 
for songs. The longer I talk about it the more the 
meaning gets away from me, and I get to a point 
where I'm not really explaining anything. 

"A lot of the time people will come up with 
stuff that's a lot more interesting than what I meant 



anyway; art is generally better interpreted than 
explained. I hate seeing visual art hung nexttoan 
'artist's statement', because it usually ruins what 
you're looking at. I might enjoy the painting then 
read the statement and think 'God, this guy's just 
a fucking asshole'." 

Now We Can See 

Huge wistfully dumb chorus frames more 
rumination on humanity's shitty plight. 

Hutch: "The idea is that only now that we're 
at the point of death and it's probably too late, 
we're starting to see things as they are. " 

There are a lot of rabble-rousing 'we's in your 
lyrics. Who are you referring to? 

"A lot of the time it's meant to be us and the 
audience, so we're all involved . It's not just another 
song about me and my stupid life that I want you 
to listen to. If we're singing about being terrible 
people it puts us all in it together. On this song the 
'we' is us as humans, but it's as if we've all been 
every human that's ever lived. We're trying to take 
the blame for all the mistakes humans have made." 

Kathy: " People think they know this song 
already when we start playing it. Everyone's singing 
along by the second chorus. " 

Hutch: "We did a Hold Steady tour, then one 
with the Cribs and I said to Kathy, 'Look, there's no 
way there's not going to be some songs which have 
'Ooh-ooh-ooh' as the chorus on the next album'." 

Kathy: "We were like 'We need to write more 
songs like this! ' When Hutch wrote the first stuff 
for this album, he was trying to write lyrics that 
people could sing along to easily and this is just 
a continuation. A lot of good pop songs, the chorus 
is just 'ohs' or 'yeahs'. Everyone can sing and pull 
it together." 

We Were Sick 

Mad-jaunty music vs super-bummed words. 
A classic Thermals trick writ large. 

Hutch: "I think most of our records are in some 
way balancing out sadness and hope. I consider 
the world as a mass and everything being in chaos 
constantly, but try to celebrate that, and celebrate 
people's shortcomings, as well as how terrible 
people are in general. It's about not letting that 
beat you down, and instead just making a musical 
celebration of it. I think I've always felt that way, 
I don't see how I could think any other way. It's 
not the way I carry myself in society, though. It's not 
like I walk around hating everyone. . .well sometimes 
I do." 

A knowing nod from Kathy. Is she the same? 

Kathy: "I see things that people are doing 
wrong all the time, but I also feel like I'm an optimist. 
I generally see the positive side in situations. I don't 
really get angry very often. " 

At The Bottom Of The Sea 

Mid-record switch to maudlin pace and an 
uncharacteristically wounded state of mind. 
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"The air, the light, the love is barely there/It's not 
what I want, it's what I need" Let's face it, it's 
a power ballad. 

Hutch: "It's totally a change for us." 
Kathy: "We had Test Pattern' on the last album, 
and we really liked having a ballad to break up 
the record." 

Hutch: "It's the same character from 'When 
I Died', and the same idea. This song is more about 
his emotional state. He's at the bottom the sea, 
he doesn't want to see anyone, he doesn't want 
to talk anyone. Maybe his heart's broken. It's this 
really anti-social, unloved feeling. It's a sad song, 
it's about being lonely." 

Kathy: "We're not playing it live yet. . . " 
Hutch: "Yeah, it's five and a half minutes. I think 
that's a new high for this band." 



'Making a record 
that gets people 
through their day 
is definitely a 
goal of mine' 



- Hutch Harris 
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In the silences, 
our hearing 
becomes acute 
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eavesdropping 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Kyle Dean Reinford 

Grizzly Bear 

Brooklyn Academy Of Music, New York 

"And please, no Twittering until after the 
show," says the man over the speakers. We 
chortle at the contrast, in a way only a crowd 
of careful indie types sitting in an impressively 
latticed theatre can. As Web 2.0 meets the 
chandeliers of the BAM, so Grizzly Bear meets 
the intimidating mass off-holes, reeds and 
drumskins belonging to the Brooklyn 
Philharmonic Orchestra, conducted by a giddy 
Michael Christie. Poised, Nico Muhly istucked 
into one corner, musing upon a celeste. 
Whether anyone else is following the rules 
tonight or not, frontman Ed Droste definitely 
isn't updating his Twitter (verdict next day: 
"exhausting"); instead, he's maintaining a 
steady, intense gaze at the circle and clutching 
gently at his waist - it's as though he needs 
to think his voice into song. Later, he and the 
others admit they were so nervous that they 
didn't really have a clue whatwas happening, 
at least not 'til they executed the final line 
of last song, 'He Hit Me'. Mostly, Ed sings -he 
rarely picks up a guitar-so when his ghostly 



and unspeakably precise vocals drift away 
from the songs, he seems slightly unsure what 
to do with himself; bounces to the 
unpredictable downbeats, pushes his shirt 
sleeves up, pulls them back down again and 
has a look around in an 'I'm playing with 
a great big orchestra!' kind of way. In the 
silences, our hearing becomes acute enough 
to detect the gentle mustiness and quiet 
clamour of a mass of instruments breathing 
and creaking -there's the squeak of chalk 
on steel, the whimper of a tuning peg. 
"Hello everybody." 

Quickly, though, the quartet find their 
stride, previewing new songs from upcoming 
album Veckatimest. They relax, throwing 
occasional smiles across the boards like 
f lashcards. 'Two Weeks' is the band's most 
glorious piece to date, with a prim, prancing 
piano, playful splats of guitar and weaselly, 
flirtatious drums -percussionist Christopher 
Bear (no, we'll never get over the novelty) 
proves fascinating to watch as he seemingly 
musters all of his movements from the tips 
of his toes; they travel through his whole body, 
a flick of the wrist merely the end result of a 
whole ripple of twitches and flinches that've 
journeyed from stomach to torso to shoulder 
to elbow. Elsewhere, 'Ready, Able' shares the 



unrequited majesty of 'Colorado', from Yellow 
House. A chorus of choirboys diffuses into 
a solution of submerged, humpbacked guitar- 
Daniel Rossen's vocals are soapy, salubrious. 

The thing with Grizzly Bear is that they 
make you feel like you're never quite able 
to catch up. Such half-whispered, half-howled 
songs hold up an image just long enough for 
us to recognise its outlines, but drown it 
before the colours have had a chance to dry. 
It's this quality that can make them as 
frustrating as they are bewitching -they often 
don't grant you the peaks and troughs you're 
anticipating, and the cumulative effect of 
their uncannily complementary voices can 
be powerfully sanguine. Indeed, the orchestra 
never seems to truly take off - there's no 
ostentatiousness, no moment when your 
heart plunges to your knees in dread of 
a timpani storm. But what they do not quite 
achieve in melodrama they make up for in 
dexterity; close your eyes, and the piccolo 
could be a chattering eagle. By 'Deep Blue 
Sea', any reservations are buried; the 
utterances of Chris Taylor's sax are so thick and 
sonorous that he has to squat, bracing himself 
against the instrument's snarl, biting hard. 
My gums begin to hurt. This music has found 
its way into our bodies. 



Black Box Reco 

Luminaire, London 



thousand voices in a Nuremberg remix, 
London style. No one can believe they're 
together again. Luke Haines and John 
Moore descend from the gods as Gods in 
flayed supplicant skin. And then She enters 
- Sarah Nixey rising from the floor in a halo 
of hell-fire and Hull-streetlights, sitting in a 



)orts car and singing 'British Racing 
Green'. It's so perfectly arch that a 
resurrected and besotted Isambard 
Kingdom Brunei storms the stage to 
prostrate himself only to be cut in two 
by hot lead fired from a Haines-manned 
Maxim-Gun... 

. . .yeah. Ever feel as if you've been 
cheated? While fellow Nineties comeback 
artists play Alexandra Palace, a better 



(well, crueller) class are in a small room, 
playing devilishly clever-and plain 
devilish - pop songs to an intimate crowd. 
They remain Black Box Recorder -one half, 
the archetypal Britpop girl-fronted band 
subverted, the other the colder end of Nu- 
pop, and fully a conceptual joy. The Hit! B- 
sides! New-stuff! Yays! 'The Facts of Life', 
with fisting-with-a-velvet-glove backing 
vocals from Haines and Moore, makes the 



disturbing core of the song - and the band 
- all too clear. Two men who probably 
shouldn't be let near other human beings 
putting words into the voice of a woman 
people crowd near. "Do you believe in 
God. . . ?"purrs Nixey in the same-titled 
new song. "What about euthanasia?". 
The crowd laughs nervously. The joke 
remains. "Whatever happened to good 
old-fashioned brutality?" we're asked next 
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Exploding into a 
profusion of limbs 




off the map 

Words: Jay Capeling 
Photography: Owen Richards 

Parts And Labor 

The Prince Albert, Brighton 

Don't get me wrong. 

I've been in bands. I've steam-bathed in 
the collective perspiration of a hundred as it 
drips from walls and ceiling, sealed in the 
soundproof sweatboxes of backroom bars. 
Breathing the same shared stale air, feeling 
the same feelings. I've promoted and hosted; 
my old floor-space has the kick-drum scars and 
gaffer-tape band-aids to prove it. Many can 
testify to my penchant for three-minute 
soundchecks, floor-level stages and stolen 
roadwork barricades as security fencing. 
I stand bythisDIY ethos. 

So, don't get me wrong; this is what I firmly 
believe in. This is what real music is about. 
As lucky as we are, though, for tonight's 
intimate, extraordinary performance, it has to 
be said: Parts And Labor should not be here. 

A moment ago the band were nowhere, 
watching their support act from the front row, 
before silently extricating themselves and 
appearing onstage. Now they are everywhere; 
omnipresent in this tiny room, blowing 



^ 



<s& 



through the rafters and down the beer-lines, 
raising spirits and waking the dead. 

Parts And Labor's art-rock has invariably 
been traded as noise-pop due to their ear 
for hooks and the fact that - rather than 
barbed and glaring as an audible testament 
to experimentalism -the electronic blips 
and samples are tightly interlaced with the 
rhythm section into a Teflon-smooth, sand- 
burnished package. 

There is no need for the veneer of group 
identity or image either. From ice-cool New 
York sound artist Sarah Lipstate to founders 
Dan Friel on keyboards- looking and 
sounding like he's just stepped offstage 
with Fuck Buttons - and bassist BJ Warshaw, 
a living embodiment of art-punk inertia, 
a blend of Woody Allen and Captain Caveman, 
to drummer Joe Wong, all chinos, smart shirt 
and side-parting, initially keeping time as 
dispassionately as a metronome and then 
convulsively exploding into a profusion 
of limbs and adrenal-gland wringing 
rock'n'roll. ..they unite their individuality 
into a euphonious whole. 

They shouldn't be here. 

Nothing against the venue itself: this 
diminutive, upstairs bar has played host 
to friends' bands and blackout-shaded 



luminaries alike, perennially propping-up 
grass-roots live music when others faltered 
and failed. But Parts And Labor should be too 
bigforthisbynow. 

The impact of their fourth album, 
Receivers, should have sent the usual 
hyperbolic ripples through the music industry. 
They should betaking up column inches and 
immeasurably abstract bandwidth by the 
shitload. Experimental bands don't just 
casually make music as disarmingly catchy and 
radio-friendly as this, and those that do don't 
usually play 1 8' by30' pub backrooms. It feels 
like watching Les Savy Fav rehearse. 

At least our good fortune hasn't gone 
unnoticed. The electricity of live music always 
conducts better in a smaller environment 
and it crackles and fizzes tonight, arcing 
from one delighted, grin-spattered face 
to the next, raising neck-hairs like a well- 
rubbed balloon. 

The crowd is anything but static. Itching 
with between-song anticipation, a guy next to 
me jigs and bobs; a familiar keyboard phrase, 
a spatter of drums and a pregnant pause is all 
too much and he impulsively squeaks, "I'm SO 
excited!", as the band launch into mislaid hit 
single, 'Nowheres Nigh'. 

50 forefingers point heavenward. 



in a glammed-up stomp. As Nixey's pop- 
star-as-Gorgon routine petrifies and 
electrifies, you can only answer, "Nothing' 
I still love them, I bloody well love them. 
Kieron Gillen 



Crystal St 

Windmill, Lc 

London desperately wants to embrace 
a new wave of cool New Yorkers. And the 



Crystal Stilts are a natural choice: 
their brand of music is all homage to 
C86 with a fuzzy indie tang, organs 
and violins, savagely loyal both to 
their Sixties American psychedelic 
rock ancestors and the unique 
British interpretation thereof from 
the Eighties. 

Following the recent welcome visit c 
the brilliant Vivian Girls, the crowd is 



extremely receptive, eager to exchange 
transcontinental fluids. 



devotees, we endure rather stodgy 
support with ants in our pants: this feels 
like one of the earliest Strokes gigs, or 
the White Stripes - we know it's retro, 
but the chance it might be the one: 
the important gig of the year makes 
it potentially special. 



The fact that the band on stage 
remains a bit cold and rigid throughout, 
with the kind of shyness that is easy 
to interpret as arrogance, cools off our 
excitement somewhat. Maybe that's what 
goes for cool in Brooklyn. But the songs, 
if not quite hot, stay warm and cosy in our 
ears, layered like a thick duvet on a cold 
journey home. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
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monsters of creation 

Words: Louis Pattison 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Kong 

Buffalo Bar, London 

Kong are highly evolved, and here's the high 
concept: three men, great musicians, really, 
really into the music and productions of Steve 
Albini. Which isn't to say Kong are Shellac 
clones, any more than raptors look like 
vultures. It's just that while Kong don't really 
boast any other genes in their own particular 
strand of DNA (maybe a hint of the Jesus 
Lizard's drooling, idiot perversity; possibly 
a little of The Dwarves' bare-torso barbarism) 
they very clearly sit on a long branch of 
evolution occupied by them, and them alone. 

The look is striking enough -snug red 
jogging shorts, running jerseys, knee-high 
socks and plimsolls, topped off by gurning 
skin-masks that look like something out of 
Silence Of The Lambs or anyroad, the very last 



thing you'd wantto see running round your 
local park at nightfall. Bellies hang out, 
purposefully distended, as if some mutant 
baby is ready to pop. And between-song 
banter is reduced to slurs and mutterings, 
garbled into a microphone with a drunk's 
purpose but little discernable sense, excepting 
an unpleasant joke about Jade Goody which 
you hear and rather wish you hadn't. 

If this look and spirit is designed to disgust, 
the music is no different, the likes of 'Blood 
Of A Dove' being gross-out skronk rock of 
a sardonic, supercilious stripe, celebratory 
in their mechanical swing and vile intent. 
Sometime back in misty music press history, 
a writer compared Shellac to Joe Satriani 
or some similar career fret-wanker, implying 
they were technique over feeling (wrong, as it 
happens - Shellac's force of feeling was always 
intensified by its stoic emotional expression, 
halting sentiments locked in a cage). But Kong 
are this, sort of. Their music excises the 
sentiment almost entirely, freezer-burnt out 



like a verruca. In its place, they do a lot with 
technique. Songs twitch and writhe, dart in 
quick motion; sometimes trip for a split- 
second leaving you gasping for air or spring 
with an agility as queer and unsettling as 
those beaming visages. And there's a density 
here, too, that's surprising. 'Leather Penny' 
is broiling and concentrated, layered with 
a complexity that isn't immediately apparent 
on record, and as the set speeds towards its 
end, it's like the apparatus of songs is 
abandoned altogether, flung off like dirty rags 
as guitar, bass and drums sludge-wrestle in 
ever more complex holds and grips. 

Itall ends with the band dismantling the 
drum-kit as its hapless player thrashes on. 
He ends up quarter-mummified in masking 
tape, one hand still bashing away impotently. 
It's one final shameless nod to Shellac, whose 
end-of-set feats of drummer debagging 
are legend. But then, Kong have already 
done a lot to show that whole shame thing 
is pretty overrated. 



First Aid Ki 

Scala, Londor 

I feel old. I'm not old, but First Aid Kit are 
so young. Johanna and Klara Soderberg 
were born in 1 990 and 1 993, and yet they 
seem completely unfazed playing to a 
foreign crowd (they're from Stockholm), 
who've snapped up every last ticket to see 
Peter, Bjorn And John perform after them. 
There's so little to their music; a lightly 
strummed acoustic guitar, autoharp and 



And yet they have the audience - whose 
sporadic whistling 'round the venue 
suggests they've come for one song - 
captivated. This has mostly to do with the 



heavenly harmonies wrung from the 
sisters' perfectly American voices, but 
I'm just as struck by the dreadful gravity 
in their innocent faces, the desperate hop 
of Sixties folk. 

It reminds me of a recent trip to 
Sweden; of a white reggae band with 
Jamaican accents. The same questions 
form: Do they rea//yunderstand what 
they're replicating? And does it matter? 
Darren Loucaides 

Lai bach 

Bush Hall, Lond 

Neither the young industrial goths nor th 
veteran Eighties heavies in the front row; 



could have anticipated this. As always, 
Laibach, transforming the original 
installation-based 'Kunst Der Fuge', 
manage to antagonize their audience 
by enforcing conservative seating and 
stagearrangements.Whichisnottosay,of 
course, that Laibach's treatment of Bach is 
not deeply subversive and totally anarchic. 
Starting with cultural cliches to appeal 
to 'alternative' taste, Laibach conjure Bach 
the German metaphysician, the stern 
protestant dearly loved by the Nazis. So far, 
so Laibach. But halfway through, the tone 
changes dramatically with a light jazzy 
number followed by funny analogue 
electronic sounds. The true genius of the 



Slovenes is once again revealed as we find 
ourselves with the Bach of Wendy Carlos's 
Switched On Bach, Swing On Bach, Great 
Masters For Babies, Elevator Bach, 
Customer Services Queue Bach... 

In exploring the interpretations that 
define the composer's legacy, Laibach are 
more interested in the impossibility of 
negotiating these terms than in distilling 
an essence compatible with their own. And 
the joke is certainly on us. As we sit silently 
between numbers, a long, eerie recording 
of hysterical canned laughter is played 
back at us from the direction of the 
motionless musicians on stage. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
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mirrors of nature 

Words: Tom Howard 
Photography: Brian Wotnot 

Wildbirds And Peacedrums 

The Social, London 

"We haven't got much time. So we're going 
to play a short, but hopefully intense, set." 
And with that, Mariam Wallentin, half 
of Sweden's Wildbirds And Peacedrums, 
unleashes herself. Her partner, Andreas 
Werliin sits barefoot behind his drum kit. 
The bare feet, he says, help him keep time. 
Shoes make him late. 

They're a satisfyingly organic band, using 
other instruments -steel drum, sitar- sparsely, 
and as extensions of theirselves. Nothing 
is plugged in. Wallentin has a microphone, 
of course, but her time is shared between 
bouncing like one possessed and adding 
colourtoWerliin'searthiness. 

The dress Wallentin's wearing looks like 
snakeskin, a possible nod to their new and 



second record, The Sna/ce. Werliin's tight 
white T-shirt is emblazoned with the menu 
from the DVD projection that's on a screen 
behind him. 

I have no idea if it's meant to be there. 
But the icon sits on 'play' for the whole set. 
As he paints his tom-tom heavy portraits, 
the word bounces around his torso. And 
he obeys it. His technique is right so he doesn't 
tire. And if Wildbirds sometimes sound 
dainty on record, live, powered forth by 
these drums, they sound potent, powerful. 

But this isn't just Werliin's doing. 
Live, Wallentin sings with force, recalling 
PJ Harvey or Nina Simone at their most 
impassioned and intense. Perhaps most 
importantly, the volume is cranked. The vocal 
playfulness of 'Liar, Lion' is maximum fun, 
while the gentler 'Chain Of Steel' and its 
electronic loop are a plea for release from 
emotional incarceration. 

It occurs to me that 'My Heart' is one of 
the sweetest love sonqs I've heard. Wallentin 



& i, 



repeats "I'm lost without your rhythm" 
to her drummer-husband and somehow 
doesn't sound corny. Like everything they 
do, it has unclassifiable charm. They are 
fiercely experimental in everyway. It's 
explained in their most significant lyric 
from 'So Soft So Pink': "Let us not talk 
about the past/There is nothing to say about 
history" Wild birds And Peacedrums have 
their own agenda and they intend to 
follow it. 

They are simple and focused, wild and 
unruly, sometimes ending songs hitting 
whatever they can as hard as they can. 
That they both studied musical improvisation 
at the University of Gothenburg might explain 
their open-ended, questing spirit. But if 
they were ever improvised, these songs have 
since been carved down to a ferocious live 
show. It kicks me in the stomach. 

The greatest trick any artist can pull is 
being a fresh concept. And Wildbirds And 
Peacedrums are pulling it hard. 



Magazine 

Academy,' 

Howard Devoto proclaims he has this 
woman he wants to impress.. ..and so this 
month's unlikely reunion is placed before 
a joyous crowd screaming along to 'The 
Light Pours Out Of Me'. Devoto now 
resembles the bald one out of Wallace 
AndGromit, Barry Adamson is rocking 
an Arthur Lee look, and Dave Formula 
is swathed in keyboard banks and 
wraparound shades. They're majestic. 
Songs not sung in 25 years, songs 
of alienation and fear of love, of the 
permafrost. It's not nostalgia, it's now and 
eternal, like being inside a living work of 



art. During 'A Song From UnderThe 
Floorboards', Devoto smiles beatifically 
down at us, happy in his skin. Everybody: 
"I am angry, I am ill and I'm as ugly as sin. " 
Euan Andrews 

Na 

Underworld, Londo 

Nadja shamble onto stage almost 
apologetically, as if sorry for their amiable 
bibliophile appearance. Luckily, it couldn't 
be more removed from their sound. Aidan 
Baker struggles with FX pedals puncturing 
the ethereal wash of noise with harsh 
clacks and clicks as he plugs and unplugs 
jacks. They must be the guietest band to 



play the Underworld in living memory. 
These factors lead to a sulkily short set (we 
miss out on hearing their cover version of 
Kids In The Halls' 'Long DarkTwenties'). 
Nonetheless their set is blissful, making 
up for the lack of volume with cavity 
collapsing bass. 
John Doran 



The Phantom Band 

Tolbooth, Stirling 

"Carry my body on the reckoning wind ", 
he commands, arms extended, clad in 
plaid. He's a raw-boned kraut-folk idol 
flanked by a Central Belt assimilation 
of the Bad Seeds. 



This, friends, isThe Phantom Band and 
they're baying like wolverines. Synth-pop 
aberration 'The Howling' is a highlight 
from the relentlessly inventive Glasgow 
sextet's debut, Checkmate Savage, but 
then again, there are many such climaxes. 

From the grinding Celtic motorik of 
'Crocodile', through the sun-dappled 
swamp-rock of 'Folk Song Oblivion', The 
Phantom Band invoke meditative 
bombast. "Our morning will come", 
he crackles, breaking hearts, on clarion, 
barren aria, 'Island'. 

His unfeasibly lengthy arms outstretch 
again and we, of course, reach back. 
Nicola Meighan 



plan b 1 47 



Aeroplane 

Apes and Androids 

Erol Alkan 

Errors 
Fake Blood 

Fennesz 

Final Fantasy 

First Aid Kit 

FourTet 

James Yorkston 

Malcolm Middleton 

Mogwai 

Mysteryjets 

S.C.U.M. 

Skream 

Toumani Diabate 

Wet Paint 
many more T.B.A. 




SATURDAY 1ST AUGUST 2009 

II. 30AM — 10.30PM 
VICTORIA PARK, LONDON E9 

Village Mentality 

Eat Your Own Ears 

Adventures in the Beetroot Field 

Bugged Out! 

Bloggers Delight 

Tickets £29.50 

seetickets.com 0870 264 3333 

ticketweb.co.uk 08444 771 000 

Rough Trade East 



myspace.com/fielddaylondon 

twitter.com/fielddaylondon 

fielddayfestivals.com 




Loney dear. 




Plus Special Guests j^gTl OV^DirQ + ™^ LEISURE SOCIETY 

APRIL 

14 London Scala 0844 578 5483 

15 Manchester Night & Day 0161 8321111 

17 Leeds Brudenell Social 0113 245 5570 

18 Glasgow Stereo 0870 220 11 16 

19 Birmingham Glee Club 0870 241 5093 

Buy online at Livenation.co.uk 
Credit Cards Tel: 0844 578 5483 (24hrs) 

A Live Nation and PCL presentation in association with CAA 



FUJIYA&-MIYAGI 



APRIL 

8 LONDON CARGO 

9 LEEDS FAVERSHAM 

10 MANCHESTER DEAF INSTITUTE 

11 GLASGOW THE PLAYROOM 

12 WOLVERHAMPTON LITTLE CIVIC 
17 BRISTOL START THE BUS 



0844 576 5483 
0113 243 1481 



0161 276 9350 
0141 565 1000 



0870 320 7000 
0117 930 4370 



BUY ONLINE AT LIVENATION.CO.UK 
CREDIT CARDS TEL: 0844 576 5483 (24HRS) 

New single 'Sore Thumb' Out Now 

New album 'Lightbulbs' Out Now on Full Time Hobby 

www.myspace.com/fujiyaandmiyagi www.fulltimehobby.co.uk 

A Live Nation presentation in association with Elastic agency 



CAMERA 0BSCU 



Plus Guests 



ATTIC i 
LIGHTS 



APRIL 

21 NEWCASTLE 
ACADEMY 2 

0844 477 2000 

22 MANCHESTER 
CLUB ACADEMY 

0161 832 1111 

23 LONDON 
02 SHEPHERDS 
BUSH EMPIRE 

0844 477 2000 



CHANGE OF VENUE 

ORIGINAL TICKETS STILL VALID: 

24 THE ASSEMBLY 
LEMINGTON SPA 

0845 888 7581 




25 SHEFFIELD LEADMILL 

0870 010 4555 

26 GLASGOW BARROWLAND 

0141 339 8383 

29 BELFAST STIFF KITTEN 

0818 719 300 

The new single 'French Navy' released 13th April 
The new album 'My Maudlin Career' released 20th April. 
www.camera-obscura.net www.myspace.com/cameraobscuraband 
A Live Nation presentation in association with CODA 
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BUY TICKETS AT LIVENATION.CO.UK 



ticketmaster.co.uk 




24TH-26TH JULY 2009 

BIRMINGHAM UK 

5 LI PER5QNiC 

FOR ADVENTUROUS AUDIENCES COMBINING MUSIC. ART. FILM & CAKE 

THORR'S HAMMER 

HEAD OF DAVID SJ! JARBOE 

EARTHLESS KHYAM ALLAMI £[} PONTIAK 

PRAM CARIBOU KIM HIORTH0Y 

FLOWER/CORSANO DUO atomized kylie minoise 

PONTIAK zzrs 65 DAYS OF STATIC 

NANCY WALLACE BERG SANS NIPPLE SCORN 

IRONLUNO SKULLFLOWER ch«rt 

DIAG0N T ^ VENETIAN SNARES 

PRE MASTER MUSICIANS OF BUKKAKE 

PLUS MANY MORE ACTS TO DE ANNOUNCED. TICKETS ON SALE IN APRIL 
FOR HOTELS, TICKETS AND FURTHER INFORMATION PLEASE 60 TO: 

WWW.SUPERS0NICFESTIVAL.COM 



Weekend »oo» 

STIRLING'S NO LIMITS MUSIC FESTIVAL 

Broadcast 

Keith Rowe 

Carla Bozulich & Evangelista 

Eddie Marcon 

Adrian Utley 

NEW 

Dimension X 

Trio Arco 

Ghost Box/Julian House 

John Edwards 

Helene Breschand 

Rick Reed 

Drew Mulholland 

Trembling Bells 

Telescope 

Duck Baker Trio 

Bill Thompson 

Notes From The Underground 

Neil Davidson 

Clothes Line Saga Blues 

29, 30 & 31 May Tolbooth Stirling Scotl'arv 
For tickets & a brochure, call 01786 27 4000 

www.leweekendfestival.com 

Y magazine 
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Design and illustration by www.christinejonesgriaphics 
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TICKETS AT 0870 060 3777 I WWW.TICKETWEB.CO.UH 
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SIAN ALICE GROUP 

GOLDENHEART ASSEMBLY 

DIN6WALLS 

15TH APRIL 

TICKETS AT 08700603777 

wwwjicketweb.co.uk 
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PINK 
M0UNTAINT0PS 

EXCLUSIVE UK SHOW 

Monday 11th May 
The Borderline 



seetickets.com 
A 08700 603 777 

sar ndtjer prfi^rihlKr p L^M-i^.lliin wltTiBelmunSUi 
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Thursday fflh June 




see tickets, com 

08700 605 777 
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William 
Elliot 

Whitmore 

Kd NANCY WAJ-UftCE 

WEDNESDAY 15TH APRIL 
BORDERLINE 

0B7O0 &Q3 777 

SEET(GKETSrOH 



TUESDAY 
ZGthMAY 

BflRDBlUNE 

seetrckcts.com 
08700 603777 



GREAT LAKl SWIMM1RS 




SATU RIMY 23RD MAY* 
BORDERLINE 

SEETrCfitrrfiCOM 08700603 77 





ISLINGTON 
02 ACADEMY 2 LONDON 



Thursday 23rd April 2009 

Friday 8th May 2009 — 

Thursday 21st May 2009- 

Thursday 4th June 2009 



Box Office 0844 477 2000 / www.ticketweb.co.uk 



New album released 4th May 
www.myspace.com/mortonvalence • www.mortonvalence.co.uk 



APRIL 

WED 15 

THU 16 

FRI 17 

WED 22 

THU 23 

FRI 24 

SUN 26 

MON 27 

TUE 28 

THU 30 



PLUS GUESTS 



CAMBRIDGE CORN EXCHANGE 01223 357 ssi 

BRIGHTON DOME 01273709709 

BIRMINGHAM 02 ACADEMY osu 477 2000 

GLASGOW BARROWLAND omm 999 990 

EDINBURGH PICTURE HOUSE omu 999 990 
LEEDS 02 ACADEMY 
MANCHESTER ACADEMY 

NEWCASTLE 02 ACADEMY 0844 477 2000 

SHEFFIELD 02 ACADEMY onu 477 2000 

READING HEXAGON 011s m eoeo 



FRI 01 LONDON BRIXTON ACADEMY kheem 

EXTRA DATE ADDED 

SAT 02 LONDON BRIXTON ACADEMY 0844 477 2000 

MON 04 SOUTHAMPTON GUILDHALL 02390 032001 

TUE 05 NOTTINGHAM ROCK CITY 00713100000 

WED 06 NORWICH UEA oisos sos oso 

THU 07 BRISTOL 02 ACADEMY 



24 HR CC HOTLINE: 0871 2200 260 / WWW.Gi6SANDT0URS.G0M 

THE LONG-AWAITED NEW ALBUM 'KINGDOM OF RUST 1 OUT 06 APRIL 
GET 'KINGDOM OF RUST' THE SINGLE, OUT NOW 

A METROPOLIS MUSIC, SJM CONCERTS AND DF CONCERTS PRESENTATION BY If"' 




SUBLIME FREQUENCIES TOUR 

with OMAR SOULEYMAN 
and GROUP DOUEH 

+ Sublime Frequencies Films, DJ Sets and Talks 
With Alan Bishop, Hisham Mayet and Mark Gergis 

Street-level folk-pop, over-driven psychedelic meditations, 

desert blues and Syrian party bangers from two maverick 

groups from Syria and Western Saraha 



Info, photos, films and audio: 

www.sublimefrequencies.com 

www.myspace.com/sublimefrequencies2 

www.qujunktions.com 




~imm 




= MAY 2009 = 

WED 20 BRIGHTON - BRIGHTON FESTIVAL 

THU 21 BIRMINGHAM - HARE & HOUNDS 

FRI 22 GLASGOW - STEREO 

SAT 23 NEWCASTLE - STAR & SHADOW 

SUN 24 BRISTOL - FIDDLERS 

MON 25 FALMOUTH - MISS PEAPODS 

WED 27 MANCHESTER - MINT LOUNGE 

THU 28 NORWICH - ARTS CENTRE 

FRI 29 LONDON - TUFNELL PARK DOME 

SAT 30 CAMBRIDGE - PALIMPSEST FESTIVAL 



= Film Screenings and Talks = 
TUE 19 BRISTOL - CUBE CINEMA 
TUE 26 LONDON - DOWNSTAIRS 
AT THE DOME 




pduced by Qu Junktions ^nd supported by SAM 



(EstrdlaDamm 
PRIMAVERA 
SOUND'09 




ESTRELLADAMM PRIMAVERA SOUND 2009 FESTIVAL 
MAY 28th TO 30th. BARCELONA, PARC DEL FORUM. 

Neil Young, My Bloody Valentine, Sonic Youth, Aphex Twin, Bloc Party, Jarvis Cocker, Yo LaTengo,The Jayhawks, 
Spiritualized, Michael Nyman, Throwing Muses, Saint Etienne, The Jesus Lizard, Ghostface Killah,The New Year, Phoenix, 
Shellac, Joe Henry, Art Brut, A Certain Ratio, Liars, Squarepusher, Herman Dune, The Vaselines, Spectrum, Deerhunter, Sunn 
0))) performing "The Grimmerobe Demos", Black Lips, Andrew Bird, The Bad Plus, Jay Reatard, Gang Gang Dance, Kimya 
Dawson, Lightning Bolt, Magnolia Electric Co., Oneida, Th" Faith Healers, DJ /rupture, Ariel Pink, Jason Lytle from 
Grandaddy,The Pains Of Being Pure At Heart, Dj Yoda, El-P, Simian Mobile Disco, Michael Mayer, Dan Deacon Ensemble, 
Jeremy Jay, A-Trak, Rhythm & Sound (Mark Ernestus) feat. Tikiman, Jesu, The Mae Shi, Alela Diane, Shearwater, Kitty Daisy 
& Lewis, The Drones, Bat For Lashes, The Soft Pack, Damien Jurado, Fucked Up, Chad VanGaalen, The Bats, Tokyo Sex 
Destruction featuring Gregg Foreman, Crystal Stilts, Reigning Sound, Dalek, Marnie Stern, Dead Meadow, Vivian Girls, 
Ponytail, Ebony Bones, Wooden Shjips,Zu, Crystal Antlers, The Bug, Bowerbirds, Joe Crepusculoy Los Destructores, 
Wavves, The Tallest Man On Earth, Tachenko, Agent Ribbons, Women, Uff ie, John Maus, Magik Markers, The Extraordinaires, 
Stanley Brinks featuring Freschard & Ish Marquez, Angelo Spencer, Karl Blau, Plants & Animals, Extra Life, Mahjongg, 
Muletrain, Andy Votel, The Secret Society, Carsick Cars, Tim Burgess (The Charlatans), La Bien Querida,The Intelligence, 
Sleepy Sun, Maika Makovski, Half Foot Outside, Zombie Zombie, Veracruz, The Right Ons, Los Punsetes, Klaus & Kinski, The 
Lions Constellation, Duchess Says, Lemonade, Girls, Dj Mehdi, Skatebard, Extraperlo, Cuzo, PAL, Brian Hunt, Rosvita, 
Meneo, Belmez, Wio Leokadio, Chris "The Judge" Arthur dj, Merienda Cena, Daniel Devine (WaKS records), Dr. Kiko... 



In collaboration with 



CM 



©Pitchfork 



www.atpfestival.com www.pitchforkmedia.com 

www.primaverasound.com and www.myspace.com/primaverasound 



Organized by 

PRIMAVERA 
SOUND, Q 



Main sponsor 



Official sponsor 



Media partner 

V mj.g-d.jinc: 



Ticket sale 





Loop returns to the heart 
of the city, this year 
stretched across the entire 
weekend and featuring live 
performances from: 



Squarepusher 

The Matthew 

Herbert Big Band" 

The Field 

Turing 

Esser 

Emiliana Torrini 

The Invisible 

Casiokids 

The XX 

James Yuill 

We Have Band 

The Sian Alice Group 

Plugs 

The Portico Quartet 

Samim 

The Glimmers 

Many more acts to be announced 



Plus collaborations with 
onedotzero_ adventures 
in motion festival, 
presenting an explosive 
showcase of internationally 
curated moving image, 
featuring ground-breaking 
short film screenings, 
playful installations and 
spectacular live audiovisual 
performances. 



The Matthew Herbert 
Big Band will launch the 
festival with, LoopLoud, 
on Friday 10 th July at the 
Brighton Dome Concert 
Hall. Separate tickets are 
available for this event, 
priced £1 8.50 or as part of 
a festival bundle priced £65. 



New Music, New Ideas 
10 th — 12 th July 2009 
Victoria Gardens, 
Central Brighton 



2 day pass — £40 
With LoopLate — £50 

Saturday 11 th 

12:00 until 22:00 — £26.50 
With LoopLate — £35 
LoopLate only — £1 1 .50 

Sunday 12 th 

12:00 until 19:00 — £16.50 

All prices subject 
to booking fee 



Tickets on sale now at: 



www.loopbrighton.com 

and usual outlets. See website for more details. 



may 

11 manchester academy 3 

0871 220 0260 / www.gigsandtours.com 

12 glasgow oran mor 

0844 847 2487 / www.pclpresents.com 

13 Coventry hasbah 

0871 220 0260 / www.seetichets.com 

15 brighton great escape 

0870 060 0100 / www.tichetweb.co.uh 

16 bristol thebla 

08713 100 000 / ! 

17 oxford o2 academy 

0844 477 2000 / www.tichetweb.co.uh 

19 london electric ballroom 

0844 576 5483 / www.livenation.co.uh 

buy online at livenation.co.uk 
credit cards tel: 0844 576 5483 (24hrs) 
A Live Nation presentation in association with WMA 
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LONDON KCLSU 



Credit Cards Tel: 0844 576 5483 (24hrs) Buy online at Livenation.co.uk 
www.myspace.com/chairlift www.chairliftmusic.com www.kaninerecords.com 

A Live Nation presentation in association with Primary Talent International 



MAY 

1 8 LEEDS BRUDENELL SOCIAL 

0113 275 2411 

19 OXFORD JERICHO TAVERN 

0186 531 1775 

20 BIRMINGHAM GLEE CLUB 

0870 241 5093 

21 CARDIFF CLUB IFOR BACH 

0292 023 2199 

22 CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION 

0122 351 1511 

25 YORK BARFLY 

0870 907 0999 

26 MANCHESTER RUBY LOUNGE 

0161 832 1111 

29 NORWICH ARTS CEN 

0160 366 0352 

31 NEWCASTLE CLUNY 

0191 230 44^ 

JUNE 

3 LONDON ICA 

0207 930 3647 

7 GLASGOW KING TUTS 

0141 221 5279 

Buy online at Livenation.co.uk 

Credit Cards Tel: 

0844 576 5483 (24hrs) 



Plus Guests 



^ 
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NEW ALBUM THE SINGER OUT NOW 

NEW SINGLE 'CATHERINE THE WAITRESS' OUT NOW 



/.myspace.com/teitur 
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Plus Guests *s§^ t .'•' 
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(+ Dotes Only) 




28 


BRISTOL THE CROFT 




0117 987 4144 


30 


NOTTINGHAM BODEGA* 




0115 950 5078 


31 


MANCHESTER DEAF INSTITUTE* 




01618321111 


APRIL 






1 


LIVERPOOL KOROVA 




0151709 7097 


2 


SHEFFIELD FUZZ CLUB 




0114 222 8777 


3 


BRIGHTON FREEBUTT+ 




0127 332 5440 


4 


SOUTHAMPTON LENNONS 




NO ADVANCE TICKETS 


7 


READING OAKFORD SOCIAL CLUB+ 




NO ADVANCE TICKETS 


8 


CARDIFF BUFFALO BAR+ 




0292 0310312 


9 


LONDON FABRIC 




0844 576 5483 


28 


LONDON ICA 




0844 576 5483 



A Live Nation presentation in association with little big and celestial soup kitchen 
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BUY TICKETS AT LIVENATION.CO.UK 



ticketmaster.co.uk 




af rica oye 

This, possibly the largest festival of African 
music in the UK, is utterly gratuit. We know 
you're expecting some kind of credit crunch 

tjoke here, but we can't really be bothered. 
Liverpool Sefton Park (June 20, 21) 






a hop day at the farm 

This bash takes things nicely back to basics: 
no sponsorship, branding or cordoned-off 
VIP areas. Details are still being finalised. 
Kent Hop Farm (July 3-5) 

all tomorrow's parties curated 
by the breeders 

Old blood (the reformation ofThrowing 
Muses, Shellac) meets new (Holy Fuck, 
Deerhunter, Foals). 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(May 15-17) 

all tomorrow's parties vs the 
fans part ii: the fans strike back 

So far: Spiritualized, Sleep, Young Marble 
Giants, Shearwater. You? You want Beirut, 
Killing Joke and Harvey Milk. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(May 8-10) 



le weekend 

In which Stirling becomes a haven 
of distinguished artistry: Plan B is 
pleased to champion this event, acts 
including the ominous Carla Bozulich 
And Evangelista, Alex Neilson's earth- 
vibes project Trembling Bells, fabled 
audio masters Broadcast, Adrian Utley, 
Drew Mulholland and a plethora 
of intriguing avant names. 
Stirling Tolbooth (May 29-31 ) 



benicassim 

Annual pilgrimage for hedonistic young 
revelers where the music doesn't start 
'til gone 9pm (it's, like, waaay too hot 
to even consider it before then). Urn, 
Oasis headlineThursday, Kings Of Leon 
Friday, Franz Ferdinand Saturday, 
The Killers on Sunday. 
Benicassim Recinto De Conciertos 
(July 16-19) 

bestival 

Kraftwerk have been in self-imposed exile 
from Britain since 2003, but Rob Da Bank's 
scruffy gent magnetism has charmed them 
into returning. They're joined by Fleet Foxes, 
Bat For Lashes and Massive Attack. 
Isle Of Wight Robin Hill Country Park 
(September 11-13) 

the big chill 

Long-established chillout festival in 
Herefordshire. Basement Jaxx, Calexico, 
Friendly Fires, Orbital and Pharoah Sanders. 
Eastnor Castle Deer Park (August 7-9) 



truck 

A tiny festival with a big heart (and 
fanbase), Truck is 1 2 this summer and is 
celebrating with its annual farm-based 
indie love-in. A complete line up hasn't 
been disclosed just yet, but previous 
years have boasted The Lemonheads, 
Regina Spektor, Camera Obscura, 
Okkervil River, These New Puritans, 
Mystery Jets, Foals and Metronomy. 
Kids under 1 get in free. If you steal 
a child's ticket it means youget in free 
(note: we do not endorse this). 
Steventon Hill Farm (July 25-26) 



brighton fringe 

Treasure trove of cultural delights lasting the 
whole month. Open access arts, theatre, 
literature and film offerings. 
Brighton various venues (May 2-25) 

the camden crawl 

Expect endemic queues and take your oldest, 
skankiest pair of shoes- Camden High 
Street is sure to become one monstrous 
stream of vomit.Again. 
London various venues (April 24, 25) 

camp bestival 

PJ Harvey headlines. Other entertainments: 

Bon Iver, Mercury Rev and (yay!) Hugh 

Fearnley-Whittingstall. 

Dorset Lulworth Castle (July 23-26) 

concrete and glass 

Last year's event across East London was a 
runaway success, spearheaded by TV On The 
Radio's takeover of Cargo. Expect a sell out. 
London various venues (Dates TBC) 



indietracks 

There's no festival, urn, twee-er than 
Indietracks - it's held at a railway 
centre and showcases bands with 
names like The Smittens, Ray Rumours 
And The No-Eyed Deers and Help 
Stamp Out Loneliness (we're melting 
already). Full of up-and-comers, it's 
the sort of place to go to keep you ear 
to the (tweexcore) underground. More 
indie pop comes from Camera Obscura, 
BMX Bandits, Pocketbooks and Emmy 
The Great. 

Midland Railway Centre 
(July 24-26) 



dot to dot 

City-bestraddling marathon. 
Bristol various venues (May 23), 
Nottingham various venues (24) 

end of the road 

Unassuming indie festival in Dorset's fine 
surrounds goes from strength to strength. 
Confirmed acts: Alela Diane, Bob Log III, 
Charlie Parr, Efterklang, Howlin' Rain, The 
Low Anthem, Peter Broderick, Steve Earle, 
William ElliotWhitmore. 
Dorset LarmerTree Gardens 
(September 11-13) 

evolution 

Crowd-pleasing line-up: Friendly Fires, The 
Wombats, Dizzee Rascal, Nouvelle Vague, 
JamesYuill and Fan Death. 15 smackers for 
the weekend. 

Gateshead Spillers Wharf and Baltic 
Square (May 24-25) 

exit 

You might have to go all the way to Serbia, 
but you get to shake your booty inside a 
FORTRESS. Line-up unconfirmed. 
Serbia Novi Sad (July 9-1 2) 



loop 

Brighton's city-spanning festival is 
back for a third year, proffering three 
days of adventurous music in Victoria 
Gardens with more artists performing 
elsewhere in the seaside metropolis. 
Acts confirmed so far include 
Squarepusher, Matthew Herbert, The 
Field, XXTeens,Casiokids and Tunng. 
Brighton various venues 
(July 10-1 2) 
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the great escape 

Brighton's Great Escape is like the Camden Crawl's prettier little sister; you're by the 
sea, it's warm and there are (thankfully) fewer people. We're such antisocial beggars. 
You'll have to dodge seagulls shitting mid-air, but Micachu, Metronomy and many 
other bands not beginning with the letter 'm' (Esser, Ben Kweller, Future Of The Left, 
Passion Pit) are worth braving the flying faeces for. Plan Bare thrilled to be hosting 
our own line-up, too: get those glands salivating for The Pains Of Being Pure 
At Heart, Micachu, Vivian Girls and (drumroll please). . .Mamie Stern! 
Brighton various venues (May 14-16) 



field day 

Final Fantasy, Fenneszjoumani Diabate, 
Erol Alkan, Mogwai and Errors stud the 
jewelled crown of this year's one-day party. 
London Victoria Park (August 1) 

fuse 

David Gedge and Gavin Bryars are 
scheduled alongside Efterklang playing 
with the Northern Sinfonietta. 
Leeds various venues 
(April 25-May 2) 

futuresonic 

Unifying music, digital culture and modern 
thought through performances, exhibitions 
and seminars, Futuresonic is now 
something of a Mancunian institution. 
This year sees Philip Glass, Hudson 
Mohawke,ToddlaT,SoapAndSkin,Murcof, 
Anti-Pop Consortium and more. 
Manchester various venues 
(May 13-16) 

glade 

A new site means evolution for Glade, 
which they're rather chuffed about. And 
so are we: Squarepusher, Booka Shade 
and Underworld. 
Winchester secret venue (July 1 6-1 9) 



short circuit 

Well-informed celebration of 
electronic explorers and originators. 
Holger Czukay of teutonic krautrock 
gods Can commands a whole day 
(hopefully still sporting majestic 
handlebar 'tash), Barcelona's Sonar 
festival takes up residence to present 
Jeff Mills and Erol Elkan, Mary Anne 
Hobbs backs contemporary bass 
and Touch represent the neo-classical 
experimentation of Philip Jeck 
and Gavin Bryars. There's even 
a whole day dedicated to the BBC 
Radiophonic Workshop. 
London Roundhouse (May 14-1 7) 



glastonbury 

After all the hoo-ha over Jay-Z's 
appearance last year subsided, the Eavis 
clan got round to booking Blur, Bruce 
Springsteen and Neil Young. 
Somerset Worthy Farm (June 24-28) 

heineken open'er 

Can't afford the escalating prices of 
domestic festivals? Lost your patience 
with infamous British precipitation? 
Then head to Eastern Europe, where 
all the acts you'd see anyway are playing 
for a fraction of the price. Confirmed: 
Basement Jaxx, Buraka Som Sistema, 
Crystal Castles. 
Poland Babie Doly Airfield (July 2-5) 

hinterland 

Adventures in both sonic and visual realms 
at this shindig, with Micachu, Metronomy, 
The Count And Sinden. 
Glasgow various venues 
(April 30-May1) 

homegame 

The Fence Collective's annual partee, 
curated by label head honchos Kenny 
Anderson (aka King Creosote) and 
Johnny Lynch of The Pictish Trail. 
Ex-Arab Strapper Malcolm Middleton 
paves the way for twosome Slow Club, 
Scots daddio James Yorkston, Bristol 
gal Rozi Plain, her French associate 
Francois, miracle-spiller Meursault 
and Brighton's up-and-coming Animal 
MagicTricks. 

Fife Anstruther various venues 
(April 17-19) 



green man 

Wilco, Bon Iver, Wooden Shjips, Errors 
and Golden Animals take refuge in 
the Brecon Beacons' leafy haven for 
a drowsy, dreamy weekend far from 
daily life's travails. 
Wales Glanusk Park (August 21 -23) 



hove festivalen 

Midnight performances in exclusive 
ampitheatres deep in lush woodland. 
By the sea. Yum. International and 
Norwegian acts mingle. 
Norway TromoyaArendal 
(June 22-25) 

island 50 

It's 50 years since Island Records' 
conception. Home to PJ Harvey, Portishead 
and, urn, a few others, they're teaming 
up with label founder Chris Blackwell 
to sprout archival films, documentaries, 
photography, artwork and live music. 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire 
(May 26-31) 

ladyfest 

Raising money for Oxford Rape Crisis, 
Ladyfest Oxford presents and celebrates 
the accomplishments of women in the 
local community. Performances, workshops 
and talks will be punctuated by bands, 
yet to be announced. 
Oxford various venues (May 1 8-24) 

la route du rock 

Set in the decaying ramparts of an old 
Saint-Malo castle, La Route Du Rock 
provides Archie Branson Outfit, John 
And Jehn and Jeremy Jay 
France Saint-Malo Fort De Saint-Pere 
(August 20-22) 

latitude 

Grace Jones, Nick Cave AndThe Bad Seeds 
and nostalgia-trip of the momentThe Pet 
Shop Boys, headline Suffolk's sprawling 
event.The Film and MusicArena will segue 
sultrily into the night with DJs from Belle 
And Sebastian and B-Music, while 
afternoon tea is to be held with Stuart 
Maconie reading from his latest book, 
Adventures On The High Teas In Search 
Of Middle England. The Poetry Arena hosts 
Andrew Motion, Simon Armitage, 
Jackie Kay and Brian Patten, while the 
Theatre Arena welcomes the Royal 
Court Theatre, Royal Shakespeare Company 
and The Bush Theatre. 
Suffolk Southwold Henham Park 
(July 16-19) 




now booking: peaches 

Interview: Anne Hollowday 

What can we expect from your Ether 
Festival performance? 

"The evening is called Every Little 
Defect Gets Respect.There'll be a lot of 
surprises that unfortunately I don't want 
to give away. I've curated the acts for the 
evening and there are going to be fantastic 
performers. I'll be doing a 90-minute 
show, showcasing all the new material 
with my new band." 

Any pre-gig rituals? 

"I listen to Kraftwerk every night before 
I go to bed although I don't have a ritual 
before I go onstage. It's good to switch it up; 
power ballads are good for that." 

Can you unpick some of 
the reactions you've had to your 
live performances? 

"There have been so many different 
responses to me. I never fry to be shocking. 
I'm sure a lot of people find it normal." 

Where's the strangest place a 
tour has taken you to? 

"I've been to a lot of weird places. I once 
played a yoga centre -that just doesn't 
make sense at all. I thinkthe best thing was 
after one show in Finland when we all got 
naked and went in the sauna. Facilities like 
that should be available at every venue." 

Where does Merrill end and 
Peaches begin? 

" Peaches is an extension of me. When 
I'm Merrill I'm talking to you one on one. But 
when I'm Peaches I'm onstage and there's up 
to 5000 people in front of me. It's a different 
thing. I rise to the occasion." 

What else have you been up to? 

"Alongside the Sophie Calle project, 
Take Good Care Of Yourself, I was also 
part of the Canadian Bienalle where I made 
my own installation art.Taking all the clothes 
people had thrown to me onstage, I made 
a huge cave eight feet long, four feet high 
and sixfeetwide. I'm also working on a 
documentary and I do a lot of conceptual 
performances based around power ballads. 
I like to use the secret weapon of my voice to 
evoke certain emotions for people. That's the 
good thing about being Peaches, you can 
do whatever you like." 

Electro-punk matriarch Peaches debuts 
new album / Feel Cream at London's 
Ether Festival, which runs until April 24. 
Other performances during the festival 
come from Squarepusher, BLK JKS, 
Fennesz, Hauschka and David Byrne. 
London Royal Festival Hall (April 10) 
www.southbankcentre.co.uk 




now booking: 
primavera 

Karl Blau interview: Lauren Strain 
and Imogen Decordova 

Everyone here in the office loved 
Nature's Got Away. How do you feel 
about that record now that it's a fair 
while since you put it to bed? 

"It's still fresh enough. I always 
wonder what I meant when I put 
'Move On From Dreams' first, but I like 
to frontload my records with a song that'll 
thin out anyone in question. It took a lot 
of relaxing and trusting to make this 
record - not trusting the people who 
played on it, I had that in the bag, but 
trusting that what was going to happen 
was going to be what happened. I record 
on analogue tape because I want to 
document exactly the energy that is 
happening with the people involved; the 
soup that is the collective energy of these 
fine North West instrumentalists, I don't 
want it doctored. I love the Nikaido Kazumi 
cover, which I call 'Stream Of Ganders'. 
I took her beautiful melody with originally 
Japanese lyrics; over them I placed my 
North West poem. I hope she likes it." 

What have you been working on 
since Nature's GotAwayl 

"I have been very influenced by African 
musics and musicians of all kinds and 
places. Blues and jazz influences permeate 
my playing. I have recorded a body of 
songs done in full recognition of this, and 
the album is to be called Zebra. Kelp 
Lunacy Advanced Plagiarism Society 
[Blau's subscription series of compilations 
and field recordings, www.kelplunacy.com] 
has only 1 2 issues left before stopping. 
That's exciting. I'm getting ready to 
go to Japan in a few days with Calvin 
Johnson. We'll be touring with Tenniscoats, 
of Tokyo." 

What's been feeding into your 
current writing? 

"Bees are coming up a lot for me when 
I write. My diet is definitely affecting my 
writing. Right now I'm in the middle of 
a stinging nettle binge ! They are perfectly 
rampant in the forests right now." 

The current roster at K seems 
an extremely healthy and 
like-minded bunch. Do a lot of 
you communicate with other a fair 
amount -is it familial? 

"One of the coolest things about 
K is that it has a recording studio, Dub 
Narcotic. I have had the pleasure of 
haunting this space almost as much as 
I could ask for in the last year. The artists 
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are always dropping by and hey, grab a pair 
of drumsticks or gather around this mic, 
please! Nick Zwart of Desolation 
Wilderness and I end up recording a lot of 
what K puts out. I played on the new Chain 
AndThe Gang record that he and Calvin 
Johnson recorded. I'm helping to record 
Calvin's new album, Joey Casio's new 
seven-inch and Angelo Spencer's single. 
I have plans with Arrington from Old Time 
Relijun to do some recording with him . . . " 

What other forms does your 
writing, and your art, take when 
notsongwriting? 

" I have to draw and write constantly. 
It takes the form of pocket-stuffing. I love 
to make my own clothes. My wife plays 
with fabric and I'm addicted to altering." 

Are you able to find enough 
headspace on tour to work? 

"When I'm travelling I do force myself 
to draw and write, but it's mostly just 
a release, possibly recyclable somehow, 
someday. . .Things I concentrate on are 
healthy food, zoning out and walking. 
It requires constant attention, kind of like 
sitting up straight. Mostly I miss my family, 
but that tour when I'm playing at 
Primavera I will be travelling with my 
friends Kimya Dawson andAngelo Spencer 
and their child as well as my wife and 
daughter. We booked the tour with our 
families in mind, and we are all very excited 
to spend so much time together in a 
different environment." 

Do you have any stories from 
previous visits to Spain? 

"I rememberthe intergenerational 
handholding on the streets of Barcelona 
and Madrid." 

If you could travel during any 
point in history, when would you 
most like to do that, and why? 

"I'd like to be in New York from the 
Fifties through the Eighties. I want to see 
the birth of hip-hop. I wanna see Arthur 
Russell play his cello. I want to go to 
Sluggo's and watch Sun Ra's Arkestra 
on Monday nights. But I'm so stoked to 
be living and touring now in Japan and 
the North West and beyond." 



Anacortes' musical father Karl Blau 
joins the line-up of Spain's Primavera 
festival, playing alongside Kimya 
Dawson, Stanley Brinks, Aphex Twin, 
Wooden Shjips, Vivian Girls and about 
one million other brilliant things. 
www.primaverasound.com 
Barcelona Pare Del Forum 
(May 28-30) 



v 



supersonic 

Birmingham's Supersonic always 
boasts a spectacular menu of noise, 
avant and whirr, and it's got the Plan B 
stamp of approval - we love it, and 
you'll probably find some of us there 
yelling at the front or slouching against 
the speakers. Caribou, 65daysofstatic, 
Pre, Iron Lung, Zu, Pontiak and Head 
Of David are confirmed for this year's 
onslaught. Indulge. 
Birmingham Custard Factory 
(July 24-26) 



le printemps de bourges 

Amadou And Mariam, Laurent Gamier, Miss 
Kittin, Ultra Vomit, Telepathe, Bonny Prince 
Billy, Digitalism and DJ Kentaro. Amazing. 
France Bourges Le Phenixand Le Palais 
d'Auron (April 21-26) 

liverpool sound city 

Four nights of signed/unsigned action across 
the city. Deerhunter, Little Boots and Cage 
The Elephant confirmed so far. 
Liverpool various venues (May 20-23) 

lounge on the farm 

Mr Scruff, Gong, Wild Beasts, The Wave 
Pictures and Peggy Sue are pencilled in. 
Kent Canterbury Merton Farm 
(July 10-1 2) 

lovebox weekender 

With Duran Duran, Groove Armada, Florence 
AndThe Machine, Ladyhawke. 
London Victoria Park (July 18-19) 

melt! 

Ferropolis is a museum city, literally. Aformer 
city of ironworks, all industrial remnants are 
still scattered around, providing a unique 
backdrop to this festival. Klaxons, Caribou, 
The Gossip, Ellen Allien. 
Berlin Ferropolis (July 1 7-1 9) 

meltdown 

Directors of this year's bash will be 
announced soon. Massive Attack did 
a sterling job last time around while Patti 
Smith, Nick Cave, Morrissey, David Bowie 
and Jarvis Cocker have all nailed the 
curatorship previously. 
London Southbank Centre (June 12-21) 

oyafestivalen 

Norway's biggest outdoor festival sees 
Grizzly Bear,Wilco, Datarock, Lily Allen, 
Bon Iver and Band Of Horses take the 
reins; add to that a more-than-healthy 
helping of Norwegian acts and a green 
attitude and you've got aTHUMBS UP 
from us. May we reiterate that it's in 
Norway? IT'S IN NORWAY. 
Oslo Medieval Park (August 11-15) 

palimpsest 

Chris Corsano'sVibracathedral Orchestra 
create unnerving 'scapes alongside Herb 
Diamante, John Clyde-Evans, Group Doueh 
and one of our 'Next Wave 2009' groups 
of choice, Part Wild Horses Mane On Both 
Sides. Best of all; Palimpsest happens in 
the beautiful surroundings of a church. 
Cambridge All Saints Church (May 30) 

secret garden party 

Four day love-in with Jarvis Cocker. 
East Anglia secret venue (July 26-29) 



stag and dagger 

Plan B are psyched, as it were, to take 
part in this year's Stag And Dagger, 
hosting our own bill with a delectable 
array of entertainments on show 
including the fuzz-bathed Blank Dogs, 
the Wave Pictures, and Wet Dog. 
London Various venues (May 21), 
Leeds Various venues (22), Glasgow 
Various venues (23) 



sensona 

Post-punkers Comsat Angels reunite for this 
all-things festival with screenings, talks, 
exhibitions and events. 
Sheffield various venues (April 24-30) 

sonar 

All things delectably dancefloor. Grace Jones, 
Late Of The Pier, Orbital, Micachu and the 
Ed Banger crew. 
Barcelona various venues (June 1 8-20) 

south west four 

Bank holiday weekend knees-up in Sarf 

London. A raver's paradise. 

London Clapham Common (August 29) 

summer sundae 

Boutique festival with Bon Iver, Beardyman, 
OiVaVoi, Imelda May andTeitur. 
Leicester De Montfort Hall 
(August 14-16) 

underage 

Caspa, Marina AndThe Diamonds, Esser, 
Hadouken!, RoloTomassi and Metronomy 
get thrilling the teenyboppers. 
London Victoria Park (August 2) 

wood 

Family-oriented sister festival of Truck, with 
Spiers And Boden, Meic Stevens, Po' Girl and 
Jim Moray providing musical entertainments. 
There are lots of opprtunities to get involved 
in crafts and workshops. Wood prides itself 
on its green-friendly outlook; the showers 
are operated by wood-burning stoves, the 
stage is solar-powered and all food is 
organically produced and locally sourced. 
Children under 14 go free. 
Oxfordshire Braziers Park (May 15-17) 

wychwood 

Family-friendly, pop-folktinged 
weekend with no horses left on the course 
(hopefully) for headliners Super Furry 
Animals and Supergrass. 
Cheltenham Racecourse (May 29-31) 

y-not 

Countryside boutique festival for the Peak 
District. Announcements are imminent. 
Derbyshire venue TBC 
(July 31 -August 2) 

zxzw 

ZXZW is a parody of the annual SXSW 
industry cockfest, and is infinitely 
more inspiring. Free jazz rests its head 
comfortably in the lap of slowcore; 
dubstep floats around and pop prunes 
itself in a corner. You get the picture; it's 
a genreless celebration of all things 
adventurous and daring. Line-up yet to 
be announced, but last year saw the Sun Ra 
Arkestra perform six times in seven days. 
Netherlands Tilburg 
(September 13-20) 



The Midland Rajfway Trust to association with Elefant Records presents 

INDIETRACKS 

AN INDIEPOP FESTIVAL 



CAMERA OBSCURA / EMMY THE GREAT 

LA CASAA2UL/ BMX BANDITS / SPEEDMARKET AVENUE /TENDER TRAP/ BUTCHER BOY 

THE SCHOOL/ LUCKY SOUL / EUX AUTRES /THE FRANK AND WALTERS / MIGHTY MIGHTY 

POCKETBOOKS / ZIPPER / WAKETHE PRESIDENT /THE SMITTENS / NORTHERN PORTRAIT 

HELP STAMP OUT LONELINESS /THE CARROTS / COLA JET SET / SINGLE / COUNTRYSIDE 

COOPER / DOWNDIME / LE MAN AVEC LES LUNETTES /THE MANHATTAN LOVE SUICIDES 

& MANY MORE! 





ficrnuT Uranus 

CELEBRATING 20 YEARS 



MIDLAND RAILWAY, BUTTERLEY, DERBYSHIRE 

24 - 26 JULY 2009 



FIVE STAGES / FREE STEAM TRAIN RIDES / INDIEPOP DISCOS / MERCH STALLS 

TICKETS £55 WEEKEND / £30 DAY FROMWWWTICKETWEB.CO.UK 

OR BY CALLING 01773 747 674 (CAMPING TO BE BOOKED SEPARATELY) 

THE MtDLAND RAILWAY TRUST ISA REGISTERED CHARITY 

WWW.INDIETRACKS.CO.UK / )NDIETRACKSBLOG.BLOGSPOTCOM 






now booking: yeah 
yeah yeahs 

interview: Emily Bick 

Your new album. It's Blitz'., is an 
interesting change from the stuff 
you guys are famous for, going 
more in this Eighties, dark 
synthesiser direction. What led 
you that way? 

" I guess it was an intuitive process, 
it was never like, let's be a coldwave 
band or something; we just wanted to 
do something different, like we try to do 
for every record. I had gotten some shitty 
synths on eBay - we were just messing 
around with them and liked using 
keyboards as another element." 

You were using an old Arp; 
what other synths were you using? 

"Old Junos and some shitty new 
ones that I'm not going to mention ! " 

This album recently leaked, 
and I've come across quite a few 
comments by various bloggers 
saying that it sounds like a Karen 

solo record. What would you say 
to them? 

"Well, I haven't even logged on 
or looked at any blogs for the last three 
weeks. But, you know, whenever you 
want to take a step forward or keep 
changing up your shit, inevitably people 
are going to complain, and the 
messageboards are out of control now, 
it's like everyone can voice their opinion. 
Which is fine, but I think that all the Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs elements -like, whatever 
it is between us that makes us the band 
we are - all those things are present, 
just in a different form. If people want 
to hear the first record, then obviously 
listen to that - it's six years later, we're 
not really interested in doing that again. 

1 feel like some things happen really 
naturally and quickly and other things, 
like the song 'Runaway', really took 

a while to orchestrate and find the right 
balance between excessiveness and 
other elements. It just takes a lot of trial 
and error. In getting that balance and 
those arrangements, there's definitely 
a full band participation, and that's one 
thing that's different about this record, 
we tried to be more collaborative." 

How has that collaborative 
process changed over time? 

"Ah, it didn't really work before! The 
last record was a really dark and intense 
experience for us all, with not very much 
communication. I think we learned about 
each other and ways that you need to 



treat your bandmates. Like, learn 
to reach a better place where we can 
communicate better and try more 
things, and just respect the shit out 
of each other." 

This album involves a lot 
of people outside of the band, 
including Dave Sitek from TV 
On The Radio. Who did you like 
working with most? 

" Dave co-produced more than 
half the record. And the awesome thing 
about working with Dave or in Dave's 
studio is that all these people come 
by, and they work on a track with you. 
I've been on the other side where I hang 
out at Dave's studio, and there'll be 
Celebration there, or whoever is 
recording, and I just play on their record. 
It's a natural thing." 

What was working with 
producer Nick Launay like? 

"Nick's amazing, because he can 
refer to all these incredible stories. 
You know, I'm a sort of rock nerd - you 
can hearaboutthe making of [PiLalbum] 
Flowers Of Romance, stuff like that, 
or the Grinderman record. . . he's 
probably the most patient person 
I've ever worked with, and we were 
writing and recording this record over 
an incredibly long time. He's kind of 
a combination of babysitter and 
encourager. He's just a great person 
to work with. It's funny; he just 
understands this dynamic between the 
three of us, and the energy of the Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs' live show - that's really 
important for him. He wants to be sure 
that kind of spirit is there." 

The cover art is striking - 1 was 
wondering why you chose that 
particular image [of a breaking 
egg] and where it came from? 

"We were working with an artist 
in New York and we were just looking 
for an image that felt really bold - 
a simple and classic album cover- and 
there was this idea which at first I wasn't 
really sure about, we talked about it, 
we're vegetarians. . .that image was 
so fucking strong and weird that it just 
seemed it would be right." 
(NickZinner) 

Lucid-pop veterans Karen 0, Nick 

Zinnerand Brian Chase will preview 

their darker side in UK venues toward the 

end of April. 

Manchester Academy (April 22), 

London Shepherds Bush Empire 

(25,26) 



plan b presents 

Your trusty Plan B events 

department - a one-man 

gig machine by the name of 

Ben - has been hard at work 

preparing a series of tasty 

evenings for your delectation. 

We're pleased to announce 

the following shindigs; 

come along, open your 

ears, widen your eyes (and 

say hello!) 

Dent May And His 

Magnificent Ukelele/The 

Spolkestra Reading Oakford 

Social Club (April 11) 

Mi Ami/Sea Sick 

London The Macbeth (April 30) 

Bishop Allen Reading Oakford 

Social Club (May 9) 

Marnie Stern Reading Oakford 

Social Club (May 12) 

Pit Er Pat London Buffalo Bar 

(May 14) 



au 

Trippy psychedelia from expanding clutch 
of American hermits. 
Brighton Freebutt (April 27), 
Cardiff Buffalo Bar (28), Dublin 
Whelan's (29), Cork The Pavilion (30), 
Bristol The Cube (May 1), 
Barrow-in-Furness The Canteen (2), 
Glasgow Captain's Rest (3), Edinburgh 
Bowery (4), York City Screen Basement 
(5), London Lexington (6) 

bat for lashes 

February's cover star Natasha Khan 
brings her princess' glitter and madrigal's 
sorcery to the stage in support of new 
album Two Suns. 

Manchester Ritz (April 7), Glasgow 
Queen Margaret Union (8), 
Northumbria University (9), 
Leeds Metropolitan University (1 1 ), 
Birmingham Town Hall (12), 
Cambridge Junction (1 3), Bristol 
Anson Rooms (1 5), Brighton Corn 
Exchange (16), London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (17) 

black dice 

Enduring ecstatic noise band continue their 
term with Animal Collective's PawTracks 
label. New album Repo incoming; see this 
issue's giddy review over in albums. 
London The Dome (May 9) 

bonnie 'prince' billy 

Gather 'round for storytelling and 
oak-smoked wisdom courtesy of one 
Will Oldham whose new album Beware 
is a regal meditation. 
London Royal Festival Hall (April 20) 

camera obscura 

Camera Obscura 's forthcoming album 
My Maudlin CareerUas allegedly required 
four years to brew in their sweet, twee 
hearts; but it's worth the wait. 
Newcastle Academy 2 (April 21), 
Manchester Club Academy (22), 
London Shepherd's Bush 
Empire (23), Warwick Leamington 
Assembly (24), Sheffield Leadmill (25), 
Glasgow Barrowlands (26), Belfast 
The Stiff Kitten (29), Dublin Andrew's 
Lane Theatre (30) 



sublime frequencies 

All herald the first ever Sublime 
Frequencies tour featuring two 
of the label/collective's fixtures, 
Group Doueh -all the wayfrom 
the Western Sahara - and Omar 
Souleyman of Syria plus, on most 
dates, Sublime Frequencies DJs, 
film screenings and talks. 
Brighton St George's Church (May 
20), Birmingham Hare And Hounds 
(21), Glasgow Stereo (22), 
Newcastle Star And Shadow (23), 
Bristol Fiddlers (24), Falmouth Miss 
Peapod's (25), Manchester Mint 
Lounge (27), Norwich Arts Centre 
(28), London Tufnell Park Dome (29), 
Cambridge All Saints Church (30) 



casiotone for the painfully 
alone 

Minimal pop entwines with mini keys. 
Broken-heart-core to the end. 
Bristol Croft (April 14), Nottingham 
Bodega (1 5), Galway Roisin 
Dubh (1 7), Cork Quad (1 8), Dublin 
Whelan's (19), Manchester The Deaf 
Institute (20), Glasgow Nice'n'Sleazy 
(21), Edinburgh Sneaky Pete's (22), 
Sheffield The Shakespeare (23), York 
Fibbers (24), Brighton Freebutt (25), 
London Luminaire (27) 

dan deacon and the wham city 
ensemble 

Fluoro synth-pop from Baltimore's family 
king, this time with full band (1 5 members 
strong) in tow. We recommend you search 
online for videos documenting the making 
of his new album, BromstJHE PIANO 
PLAYS ITSELF. 
London ULU (June 5) 

deerhunter 

This spring's ATP festivals are looking more 
and more like 4AD love-ins with each day's 
passing. Georgian five-piece Deerhunter, 
who've kept a relatively hemmed-in profile 
since their formation back in 2001 , are finally 
making it big with their hazy, thrashy, 
passionate indie-rock. 
London Scala (18), Manchester 
The Deaf Institute (1 9), Glasgow 
Stereo (20), Belfast Black Box (21), 
Dublin Andrew's Lane Theatre (22), 
Liverpool City Sound Festival (23), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (24), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (25) 

errors 

Glaswegian post-electro dance-rock replete 
with the obligatory spiky guitars. 
Colchester Arts Centre (April 14), 
London ICA(16), EdinburghThe Bongo 
Club (24), Aberdeen The Tunnels (25) 

foals 

Delighting the masses (still) with their 
offbeat math-pop. 
Coventry Kasbah (April 7), 
Portsmouth Wedgewood Rooms 
(April 8), Brighton Concorde 2 (10), 
London Olympia (11,12) 

graven hurst 

Warped folkfrom NickTalbot. 
London St Giles InThe Fields 
(April 24), Reading South Street 
Arts Centre (May 9) 
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live preview 



Jeffrey lewis 

The comic book artist, urban 
satirist and utterly wonderful 
anti-folkster is back with a new 
album, 'Em Are I. 
HullAdelphi (April 22), London 
Scala (23), CambridgeThe Soul 
Tree (24), Coventry The Tin Angel 
(25), Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach (26), 
Bristol Thekla (27), Cork Crane 
Lane Theatre (28), Dublin 
Crawdaddy (29), Belfast Black Box 
(30), Aberdeen TheTunnels (May 2), 
Newcastle Cluny (4), Manchester 
Academy 3 (5), Liverpool Barfly (6), 
Birmingham Academy 2 (7) 



hauschka 

Pianist Volker Bertelmann trusses up his 
piano with calipers and string and a million, 
myriad things. 
London Union Chapel (May 27) 

HEALTH 

Since linking up with Crystal Castles for that 
formidable 'Crimewave' single/split, HEALTH 
have experienced a startling upturn. Busting 
their seams with voracious, grainy noise, the 
leftfield synthmen channel funereal doom 
into optimistic drone with ease. 
Brighton Prince Albert (April 13), 
London Tufnell Park Dome (1 5), 
Dublin Whelan's (17), Belfast The 
Menagerie (1 8), Glasgow Stereo (1 9), 
Newcastle End Bar (20), Nottingham 
Chameleon Arts Centre (21), 
Manchester The Deaf Institute (22) 

jeniferever 

Loping, gurgling sonic landscapes from 
the Swedish band. 
London Luminaire (April 10), 
Exeter Cavern (11), Norwich Queen 
Charlotte (14), Colchester Arts Centre 
(1 5), Southampton Joiners (1 6), 
Kingston Fighting Cocks (17), Oxford 
Cellar (1 8), Derby Royal (20), Leicester 
Firebug (21), Preston Mad Ferret (22), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (24), 
Glasgow KingTut's (25), Edinburgh 
Cabaret Voltaire (26), Newcastle Cluny 
(27), Brighton Freebutt (28), London 
Water Rats (29) 

thejuan maclean 

Kitsch electro-maker Juan Maclean's most 
recent record apes The Human League. Get 
drunk, get silly, get retro. 
London Queen Elizabeth Hall (April 
19), London Madame JoJos (28), 
Manchester The Deaf Institute (29), 
Liverpool Korova (30) 

mi ami 

Alternative San Franciscans create 
simmering bowels of throttle punctuated by 
yelps, jerks and hard, discordant drumming; 
Plan B are proud to present the London 
Macbeth date. 

Brighton Greenhouse Effect (April 9), 
London Lexington (10), London 
Macbeth (30), Manchester Retro 
Bar (May 2), Glasgow Sub Club (3), 
Newcastle End Bar (4), Liverpool 
Korova (5), CambridgeThe Portland 
Arms (6), Galway Roisin Dubh (7), 
Belfast Menagerie (8), Dublin 
Crawdaddy (9), Cork Crane 
Lane Theatre (10) 



a hawk and a hacksaw 

Globetrotting couple Jeremy 
Barnes and Heather Trost tour 
new album Delivrance, a fiery 
whirligig of experiences gained 
in Budapest played out on 
bouzouki, violin, accordion 
and anything they could lay 
their hands on. 
Leeds West Yorkshire Playhouse 
(May 2), Brighton Duke Of York's 
Picturehouse (June 16), Bristol 
Fiddlers (1 7), London Cecil 
Sharp House (18), Gateshead 
Baltic (1 9), Stirling Tollbooth (20), 
GlasgowThe Arches (21), 
Birmingham Hare And Hounds (23), 
Oxford Holywell Music Room (24), 
Norwich Arts Centre (25) 



marissa nadler 

Nadler's Victoriana vibe is all part of her 
ethereal swoon and delectable guitar. 
Whoever she can charm into joining her 
bit-part live band will accompany her 
intense, wonderfully sparse audio. 
Bath Chapel Arts Centre (May 2), 
Halifax Parish Church (3), Glasgow 
Captain's Rest (4), Norwich Arts 
Centre (5), London Luminaire (6), 
Birmingham Glee Club (7) 

ariel pink 

Unpredictable scamp brings severely 
acid-fried lo-fi pop to Kilburn. Thank Animal 
Collective (indirectly). 
London Luminaire (May 20) 

pink mountaintops 

JagJaguwar's scuzz/fuzz/buzz-rock best led 
by one Stephen McBean with a new album, 
Outside Love, tucked up his sleeve, play a 
singular date. 
London Borderline (May 11) 

rolo tomassi 

Enormo-tourfrom everyone's new favourite 
screamos and their noise artillery. 
Leicester The Musician (April 14), 
Sheffield The Plug (15), Wrexham 
Central Station (16), Nottingham 
Bodega (17), Manchester 

Satan's Hollow 

(18), Leeds 

Faversham(19), 

Middlesbrough 

Uncle Albert's 

(20), Liverpool 

Barfly (21), 

Glasgow Stereo ^ 

(22), Belfast 

Auntie Annie's 

(23), Limerick 

Dolan's (24), 

DublinAcademy 

2 (25), Cork 

Cyprus Avenue 

(26), Bristol 

Croft (28), 

Cardiff Barfly 

(29), Exeter 

Cavern (30), 

Bournemouth 

Gander (May 1), 

Southampton 

Joiner's (3), 

Oxford Academy 

3(4) 



the wave pictures 

Dave Tattersa I I's clatter-bang 
trio herald the arrival of their 
new album, If You Leave It 
Alone, with a gallop 'round 
the country in a clapped-out 
van, smiles aloft and guitars 
a-quiver. Their acerbic, 
observational songwriting is 
in a class of its own; Tattersa 1 1 
makes songs about chutney and 
chocolate reduce the most 
aloof of indie tykes to a lumpy 
mush of tears. Tour support 
comes from new kids on the 
block Planet Earth. 
CambridgeThe Soul Tree (April 7), 
Coventry The Tin Angel (8), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (9), 
Manchester Roadhouse (10), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (11), 
Cardiff Buffalo Bar (1 2), Bristol 
Thekla (13), Brighton The 
Freebutt (1 4), London ICA (1 5) 



shearwater 

Jonathan Meiburg's elegiac group will make 
your heart swoon and tears swarm with 
renditions from latest album, Rook. 
London The Forum (May 8), London 
Union Chapel (12) 

jamie Stewart 

Xiu Xiu brainiac goes it alone; expect to 
feel intensely neurotic beneath his 
unforgiving gaze. 
Brighton Freebutt (May 24), 
London Cargo (25) 

st vincent 

Annie Clark previews new album ActorW\th 
this intimate, one-off show. 
London Hoxton Bar And Kitchen 
(April 21) 

trembling bells 

Alex Neilson's latest project involves Lavinia 
Blackwall, Ben Reynolds and Simon Shaw, 
and seeks to conjure the psychic/mythic 
landscapes of a Britain we know/don't know. 
With support from Benjamin Wetherill. 
London Cafe Oto (April 1 2) 



antony and the Johnsons 

This is Antony Hegarty's first 
full tour of the UK since 2005 
(minus his pre-Christmas shows 
with the LSO at the Barbican 
last year); new album The 
Crying Light is a jet and opal 
opus. "The embodiment of 
nature is perpetual," wrote 
Petra Davis in Plan B #40, 
"the barrier between the 
self and the world is dismantled. 
Limbs become water, 
leaves become eyes, sunlight 
becomes crystalline". 
Brighton Dome (May 21), 
Birmingham Symphony 
Hall (22), Bristol Colston Hall 
(24), London Hammersmith 
Apollo (27), Gateshead The 
Sage (29), Dublin Vicar Street 
(31), Belfast Waterfront 
(June 1), Edinburgh Playhouse (4) 



vessels 

Leeds' proggy, post-rockin' gems 
score tour. 

Glasgow Captain's Rest (April 7), 
Newcastle The End (8), Edinburgh 
Sneaky Pete's (9), Aberdeen The 
Tunnels (10), Reading Oakford 
Social Club (12), London Buffalo Bar 
(22), Cardiff Buffalo Bar (23), 
Barrow-in-Furness The Canteen (24), 
Manchester The Royal Oak (25), 
Brighton Prince Albert (27) 

Caroline weeks 

Beguiling songwriter forging her own path 
with album Songs For Edna. 
Brighton Westhill Hall (April 1 1 ), 
Birmingham Town Hall (12), Oxford 
The Regal (13), Bristol Anson Rooms 
(1 5), Brighton Corn Exchange (1 6), 
London Cafe Oto (18) 

wildbirds and peacedrums 

Blustery Swedish two-piece tour their new 
record, The Snake. Rousing rock with PJ 
Harvey-ish vocals and drums, drums, drums. 
London The Luminaire (April 7), 
Dublin Crawdaddy (28) 
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DOOM 

BORN LIKE THIS (Lex) 

Except, of course, he wasn't -Born Like This, 
that is. The metal-faced wraith we've come 
to love, slurring mush-mouthed bleakness 
at snail's lightspeed over library-ransacking, 
soft-edged surrealist beats, started life as 
London-born, Long Island-raised Daniel 
Dumile. Taking the mic as Zev Love X, emcee 
with the wonderful, doomed KMD, he had 
a fleet-footed tongue that spieled smart and 
savvy around lean-lick loops, their 1991 debut 
album Mr Hood a rightfully-cherished gem of 
robust verbalism and sinewy breaks. 

And here is where it all goes wrong, 
because the story of MF Doom plays out like 
some grimly tragic episode of Secret Origin, 
mirroring the biography of his Marvel Comics 
namesake. The Fantastic Four's arch adversary, 
Doctor Victor Von Doom, took to supervillainy 
because of a scar on his face, his alienation 
from the blemish-free masses expressed by 
his masked visage (said steel visor further 
disfigured Von Doom -taste the irony) and 
a newfound desire for World Domination. 
As if to underscore his identification with 
Doctor Doom's fate, our Metal Face peppers 
his albums with samples from old skool 
superhero cartoons; but Dumile's alienation 
is more real, more vivid than can translate to 
the four-colour page. 

In 1 993, his brother, Subroc, KMD's 
producer/DJ, was fatally struck by a car 
while crossing the road; around the same 
time, KMD's label Elektra rejected their second 
album, Black Bastards, objecting to its bluntly 
political rhymes and a cover image that 
depicted a cartoon 'Sambo' hanging from 
a noose. Dizzy from the double blow, Dumile 
disappeared, gave up on music and ended 
up homeless before returning towards the 
end of the decade, hiding his face with a 
metal mask, rapidly slipping deep into the 
pocket of his dark new voice. 

Since the first MF Doom album dropped 
in 1 999, he's made a home in warped and 
pilfered funk with a flow operating on its 
own toasted senses of tempo, the sour wit of 
his lyrics set to a limp-legged lope. Records as 
alter-egos Viktor Vaughan and King Geedorah 
further delineated the legend, while his beat 
collections - the Special Herbs series - spun 
Doom off into the orbit of similarly 
idiosyncratic hip-hop auteurs J Dilla 
and Madlib, artists whose unmistakeable 
aesthetics smudged their every release, 
their work finding no currency in trends. 

Doom's collaboration with Madlib - 
Madvillain -along with Dangerdoom, his 
album with Danger Mouse, won the elusive 
one higher profile, but since then he's been 
mostly silent, nursing a beef with former rhyme 



partner MF Grimm and working on this, his 
first solo full-length since 2004's stoned and 
hilarious MM. .Food. BORN LIKE THIS plays out 
like a canny reboot of the DOOM mythology 
(both artist name and title are hereafter to 
be presented All Caps, as is DOOM'S wont); it 
doesn't so much draw a line beneath Dumile's 
previous work as finesse all that's come before 
into a tighter focus, delivering an entry point 
to an artist whose voluminous discography 
could scare off many a beginner. Dumile has 
a gift for hooks that are as disjointed as they 
are disarming, like how 'Supervillainz' hangs 
on a purposefully arrhythmic drum-pad spazz, 
'Still Dope' ceding the foreground to Empress 
Starrh, who makes good use of one of DOOM'S 
most limber beats. It's better paced than 
Dumile's played it before, with none of the 
half-assednessthat marred the ultimately 
patchy MM. .Food. 

That's not to say that none of these tracks 
disappoint. His version of the'Lightworks' 
track, the Raymond Scott-appropriating beat 
from J Dilla'sDomvtsLP, is fine, but the beat 
itself has been in circulation for a coupla 
years now and it can't help but date the 

Dizzy from the 
double blow 

album slightly (lyrical references to the Hadron 
Collider help bring things up to date). 

For the most part, however, BORN LIKE THIS 
blows some of the smoke away from DOOM'S 
sound, successfully clarifying an artist whose 
obfuscations have often seemed much of his 
charm. Could this be DOOM'S breakthrough to 
a fabled larger audience? Grimm commented, 
on the devastatingly sour DOOM diss track 
'Book Of Daniel', that Dumile's later affiliation 
with the Wu bangers was a hypocritical and 
craven move. Still, 'Angelz', produced by and 
featuring Ghostface, preserves the DOOM 
essence within an accessible framework more 
successfully than the frustratingly toothless 
Dangerdoom album, finessing Dumile's vision 
in the same way latterdayWu have maintained 
their eerie attack while cleaning up their sonics 
and escaping a Lo-Fi cul-de-sac. There are no 
real surprises here, no paradigm-shifts like 
when Zev Love became MF Doom, but that's 
no tragedy; like Madlib and Dilla, DOOM'S 
appeal partly lies in a familiarity with his 
world, a unique place uniquely relayed, and 
BORN LIKE THIS offers aficionados a further 
hour to explore. New listeners, this is your 
best opportunity yet to go get lost within 
that world. He wasn't Born Like This, but 
this is how he is, and he isn't going to change 
anytime soon. Get used to it. 
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roll bus roll 

Words: Nicola Meighan 
Illustration: Duncan Barrett 

The Wave Pictures 

If You Leave It Alone (Moshi Moshi) 
Jeffrey Lewis And The Junkyard 

'Em Are I (Rough Trade) 

Last year, DaveTattersall loved like a madman. 
"I'll buy you bras instead of pickled eggs, " 
he puckered up, all silver-tongued, on the 
opening track of The Wave Pictures' scrabbly 
pop concoction, Instant Coffee Baby, "Chocolate 
instead of chutney". The seventh album from 
Leicestershire's skewed-indie trio showcased 
their erudite predilection for anomalous, 
understated alt-folk. It elicited the irregular 
vocals, canny narratives and kitchen sink 
rock'n'roll of Violent Femmes, Herman Dune - 
even Billy Bragg -and it was top. 

In 2007, Jeffrey Lewis thrillingly upturned 
the works of anarcho-punks Crass. The New 
York anti-folk inveigler reinterpreted 1 2 of their 
apoplectic classics as ardent (yet no less politically 
irascible) works of orchestral psychedelica and 
avid electronica, and 12 Crass Songs further 
embellished Lewis' precocious curriculum 
vitae - as comic book ink-slinger, alt-pop librettist, 
garage-rock dandy and sub-cultural polymath. 
It left us wondering what would come of his 
subsequent solo material; of his humorous, 



crooked odes to the underdog, of the long- 
awaited follow-up to 2005's orphic pop obelisk, 
City And Eastern Songs. 

Last year, The Wave Pictures and Jeffrey Lewis 
toured together. Like a ramshackle, genial family 
reunion with the deviant offspring of Jonathan 
Richman, The Wave Pictures' upbeat, prosaic 
swagger and Lewis' dexterous, down-home 
chronicles made for first-rate bedfellows. 

This year, however, they've something else 
in common: they're both releasing anticipated 
new albums, and both are -whisper it- kind 
of disappointing... 

Like a ramshackle, 
genial family reunion 

Sure, The Wave Pictures' latest epistle, If You 
Leave It Alone, abounds with vigilant wordplay 
and dapper indie-pop. But, amid the sentient 
urban shuffles ('Canary Wharf), the downtrodden 
horn-and-handclap skiffles ('Bye Bye Bubble Belly') 
and the scholarly acoustic defences ('I Thought Of 
You Again'), there's a former raggedy passion - an 
erstwhile, humdrum urgency -that's sadly absent. 
The melodies, the pace: they're a bit. . .staid. While 
the abject, rejected lyrics of Instant Coffee Baby 
pursued, always, an oddball groove -the errant 
desperation of craggy hosanna 'Strange Fruit 
For David', the comedy croon of break-up recital 
'Avocado Baby' -If You Leave It Alone ambles 



along beneath a more lugubrious sky. The 
horn-swollen title track, while agreeable, sets the 
tone for a slower, less dissipated exposition: this 
time, Tattersall's assuredly (all too assuredly?) wry, 
jilted intimations are laden with downbeat tunes. 

By contrast, Lewis' new missive, 'Em Are I, is 
far from melodically sober. Indeed, it demonstrates 
some of his liveliest rock'n'roll curveballs to date: 
check the veering opener 'Slogans', the bluegrass 
descant of 'Whistle Past The Graveyard', the 
farmyard hoe-down 'Good Old Pig, Gone To 
Avalon' and 'The Upside Down Cross' (penned by 
Jeff's brother and collaborator Jack), a f uzzed-up 
prog-rock relay race of muted trumpets, tumbling 
drum surges, piano flirtations and wah-wah 
breakdowns. That is to say, it's great. 

Yet our indie academic's new-found 
rollicking juju thrives at the expense of his 
offbeat storytelling. Lewis' bygone outlandish 
tales - the kind that skewered the likes of 
2005's 'Williamsburg Will Oldham Horror' - are 
largely unaccounted for. They're replaced with 
verse that's less quirky, less expansive. Chiming, 
run-a-round ditty 'If Life Exists?' is a case in point: 
"I don 't have a girlfriend and I wish I was more 
happy /Now I have a girlfriend and I wish I was more 
happy/Now I have two girlfriends and I wish I was 
more happy. . . " 

His wily, deadpan charms are still peerless, 
but, as with The Wave Pictures' latest, they're 
not best expressed here. 



Alessi's Ark 



Notes From The Treehouse (Virgin) 

This isn't just the first album 1 8-year-old 
Alessi Laurent-Marke has ever released, 
it's the first 1 1 songs she's ever written. 
She claims not to have even known the 
names of the chords she strung together 
in what started off as a GCSE music project. 
I'd really like to hear those songs, as they 
sounded then, at the point where the 
imagination of a 1 5-year-old girl for whom 
songwriting was unfathomable blew them 



into life. Because this album, smothered in 
a glassy-eyed, cold-and-clammy-to-the- 
touch, note-perfect Mike Mogis production is 
lifeless and rotten. Despite being a Londoner, 
Alessi sings in an excruciating approximation 
of Joanna Newsom- an affectation, along 
with the MIDI-sounding harp, that probably 
sounded adorable in her bedroom. And I 
mean that; I'd love to hear what this record 
sounded like as a demo, but on a major label, 
cash-pumped release, it just sounds cynical. 
David McNamee 



Art BrutVs Satan (Cooking Vinyl) 

Back! Back! Back! With sprightlier songs 
than ever before and a knackered-sounding 
Eddie Argos, Art Brut's latest release 
reluctantly marries the taut fury of late 
Replacements to Argos' idiot-savant 
words. As always, the music and the 
vocals are embroiled in disagreement, 
spilling lyrics about gleeful arrested 
development, crushes and grim sexual 
remorse.Their wilful simplicity can 



be grating, though. Witness: "Hove 
public transportation/Train or bus, they're. , 
both amazing". 

While the meandering guitars of 'Am 
I Normal?' take the edge off a little, and 
while Frank Black does a tremendous 
job with his clean, bright production, 
Art Brut remain a live band. Their albums 
are just postcards from their travels, and 
the bawdy seaside jokes on the front are 
becoming a little wearing. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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THE PAPER CHASE 
Someday This Could AJI Be Yours {Vol 1) LP/CD 

"Pure errmhor* that is for darker and mere frightening lhan 

anything that fails undei the ^tno' barter... rampant 
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TARTUFI 

Ne&ts of Waves and W<re 2 LP/CD 
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tooth and claw 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Zachary Zezima 

Black metal's avant wing takes flight 

Wolves In The Throne Room: Black Cascade (Southern Lord) 
Blut Aus Nord: MemoriaVetusta II -Dialogue With The Stars (Candlelight) 
Absu: Absu (Candlelight) 
Cobalt: Gin (Profound Lore) 



Along with genre, country of origin and line-up, 
Encyclopedia Metallum lets you search for bands via 
'Lyrical Themes'. It's a search field I find fascinating 
and slightly addictive - for its specificity to metal 
(which other genre would do such a thing?), for its 
more arcane corners ('Slavonic Paganism') and for 
its weird honesty (the theme 'Human Failure' never 
fails to evoke mute empathy in this listener's heart). 

Olympia's Wolves In The Throne Room might 
be the sole band on there with 'Shamanic Rituals' 
as a theme heading; they're almost certainly one 
of the only black metal outfits to state radical 
ecology as primary motivation. Black metal's 
relationship with nature is longstanding, with 
forests, mountains and rivers a blank canvas for 
tropes of isolation, nationalist pride, ancient lore - 
so far, so Romantic; and well-served by the music's 
often synthetic, harsh qualities, which implicitly 
state humans' alienation from the natural world. 
WITTR, in contrast, advocate direct involvement 
in their environment, neatly reinterpreting BM's 
preoccupation with landscape and history. 

Guitarist/vocalist Nathan Weaver and his 
drummer brother Aaron's rural live/work set-up and 
articulate statements of intent put Wolves' sincerity 
in no doubt. It is the relationship between their 
subject matter and their sound I find problematic. 
Put plainly, Black Cascade does not sound like nature 
to me; there is something ornate and distant about 
their songs, however coruscating the roars and 
urgent the riffs. This rarified quality can be beautiful, 
and to criticise it feels like dissing 1 9th Century biblical 
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disaster painter John Martin for 
being 'unrealistic' - but if ever 
a metal band were to sound 
elemental, it should surely be 
this one. Black Cascade consists 
of four long tracks bridged by 
ambient passages, and features 
new guitarist Will Lindsay; the 
extra muscle seems to result 
in a newforcefulness, with 
none of the glacial vocals that 
graced 2006's Two Hunters, 
but a more resolute sound overall. The hypnotic, 
percussive 'Ahrimanic Trance', wherein the band's 
musical powers seem to match their commitment, 
contains the album's most exhilarating moments. 
Blut Aus Nord, while concerned thematically 



If ever a metal band 
were to sound 
elemental, it should 
surely be this one 



with various esoterica (a grab-bag of belief over 
a 1 5-year career; the French trio seem currently 
in Buddhist mode), are in fact way more adept 
at summoning a sense of place. 2003's The Work 
That Transforms God can provoke inmeakindof 
stunned dream-state, a psychedelic re-envisaging 
of my surroundings, generated by the band's fluid, 
distinctive approach to melody and their liking for 
tense silences suddenly rent by bursts of screaming 
noise. Memoria Vetusta //takes a gentler approach, 
with less of the industrial-hued dissonance and 
more classically elegant guitar lines from Vindsval, 
but still that disorientation is there, the songs' 
emotional shifts powered by melody in a way that's 
both unexpected and sophisticated. And moving, 
too: 'The Formless Sphere (Beyond The Reason)', 
with its choral vocals and fanfare-like riff, climbs 




steadfastly, until a small shift in the scale causes 
a dark ooze to creep into the song's pattern and 
spread, via repetition, like a virus. A dark miniature 
closes the album like a cosmic lullaby. It does not 
feel grimm, nor horrific, just deeply, inexorably sad. 

Relief is at hand in the form of Texan occultists 
Absu (lyrical themes: Sumerian/Mesopotamian/ 
Celtic Mythology) whose ontological hyperactivity 
is reflected in super-dense, complex crunches of 
riff and rhythm, driven by Proscriptor McGovern - 
the drumming equivalent of an impossible shape, 
also to be found in the brilliant, Sumerian-inspired 
Melechesh. Their first full album in almost a decade, 
Absu is a pileup of climactic guitar work from 
Aethyris MacKay and Zawicizuz that envelops the 
listener with a kind of fantastical invincibility: there 
is something of the videogame about 'Those of the 
Void Will Re-Enter's sheer technical rush. Elsewhere, 
the blistering 'Magic(k) Square Cipher' is reined 
in and edgy, even as it canters over the horizon, 
its hardcore energy sitting well with its angular, 
modal melodies. There's no misanthropy here, just 
thoroughly enjoyable - and justifiable - hubris. 

Cobalt's Gin, meanwhile, repositions the 
battleground within the body and soul, dosing 
both with intoxicants and anger, and resulting 
in honest, compelling externalisations of self- 
destruction. Hedonism and despair are natural 
bedfellows, and Phil McSorley and Erik Wunder 
weave the two qualities confidently: on album 
highlight 'Dry Body', an unstoppable, rolling chug 
is underpinned and overlaid with queasy drone 
and see-sawing high frequencies. Cobalt's take on 
black metal is an unorthodox one, as introduced on 
2006's Eater Of Birds; here, inspired by Hemingway 
and Hunter S Thompson, they incorporate traces of 
blues, blurred visions of Americana carried along by 
Wunder's bassy, rumbing beats. Ex-Swans vocalist 
Jarboe provides a harshly soulful wail to McSorley's 
white-noise holler on 'Pregnant Insect', her 
presence a nod to the physical extremism central 
to Cobalt's aesthetic, and, perhaps, to US black 
metal's increasingly interesting position within 
the country's lineage of extreme music. 
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the scavengers 

Words: George Taylor 
Illustration: Maxwell Paternoster 

Black Dice 

Repo (Paw Tracks) 

Black Dice have been coasting around the edges 
of noise and dance music for almost 1 years, 
migrating from the violent, thrash end of 
hardcore's greyscale chart through the wide, 
ambient spaces of 2002's breakthrough Beaches 
And Canyons before settling on a narrow isthmus 
formed out of defective electronics. While some of 
the sounds on Repo - warped, nauseating, giddy, 
like the detritus left over from children's creative 
workshops -will be familiar to fans of the band's 
previous two albums, 2005's Broken Ear Record 
and 2007 's Load Blown, Repo demonstrates a 
new approach to the construction of the tracks, 
a heightened obsession with layering synthetic 
textures over material that's variously gaudy, 
cheap and nasty. It's an aesthetic that Black Dice 
have been using for their most recent collage 
cover art. Along with fellow Brooklynites These 
Are Powers, Black Dice are working within territory 
mined most successfully by Throbbing Gristle, 30 
years ago - except the focus, here, is on Throbbing 



Gristle's interests in disco and sonic manipulation 
rather than the confrontational nature of their 
performance - and debased subject matter - that 
we more commonly understand as their legacy. 

Repo sees Black Dice weaving an alternate 
historical thread, a (re)post-industrialised 
music that spends its time raking through the 
bins outside community arts centres instead 
of the seedier sides of town. I say 'bins' 
because everything on this album sounds, 
well, rubbish -as in trashy, discarded, broken. 

Obsessions with 
nonsense and oddity 

And it's spilling over. The pitch-bent, scuzzy, 
tinkered-with material on opener 'Nite Creme' 
alone is enough to have you declare the band - or 
yourself -fraud, fool, or genius (maybe all three). 

When recognisable sounds do pass by-the 
lazy strumming of 'Vegetable', for example, or the 
breakbeat core of 'Earning Plus Interest' - it's not 
long 'til they're snatched back into Black Dice's 
playful clutches and tampered with beyond any 
level of taste. Imagine the process behind making 
'Ultra Vomit Craze', its bleating sax and wandering 
cat's meows offering an unrequested link between 



groove and spew; it's difficult to ignore the 
similarity to obsessions with nonsense and oddity 
in the work of Dada artists nearly a century ago. 
If Kurt Schwitters' opera for sneezes succeeds 
more as a concept than a listening experience, 
that's because it's supposed to incite debate 
about the flexibilities of artistic language, to 
prod and poke the boundaries. Repo asks similar 
questions about the structures of dance music, 
yet works brilliantly within that genre because 
of Black Dice's mastery of rhythm. The default 
reaction to Schwitters' piece is to laugh; for 
Black Dice, it's to dance - although the band 
are obviously aware of the comical, silly nature 
of much of their current sound. As final track 
'Gag Shack' fades out, the sound of a guffawing 
audience briefly lashes out at you. 

If it's not clear that this is to be considered 
an enthusiastic recommendation, let me get 
crystal - Repo is wonderful, a new breed of pulp 
music. Bjorn Copeland, Eric Copeland and Aaron 
Warren have made a fun, colourful house of 
gibberish and crudity. They drink Duchamp's 
recycled bathwater and play frisbee with copies 
of The Residents' Duck Stab and Beastie Boys' 
Hello Nasty among shards of broken plastic and 
blobs of hot pink oil paint. Come in. 



Derek Bailey, Tony Bevan, Paul 
Hession and Otomo Yoshihide 



Good Cop, Bad Cop (No-Fi) 

Since Bailey's death in 2005, little 
has emerged with his name attached 
(appropriately, for a man who so deeply 
distrusted records). That this release, 
recorded at the 2003 Frakture Festival in 
Liverpool, unites him with the spawn of 
his own musical loins -two veterans of 
the generation of British free-jazzers 
following him, and Yoshihide, his guitar 
disciple - makes it even more singular. 

Divided into three duos and bookended 
by quartet performances, Good Cop, 
Bad Copylelds some terrific, combative 



performances; Hession is surprisingly 
restrained throughout, the threat of 
violence always lurking behind his skitters 
and snare rolls. His duet with Bailey is 
the highlight, building and dismantling 
claustrophobic barricades of sound for 
the guitarist's grumbles, growls and 
wrenching shards to bounce off. 

The Bailey/Bevan duo, meanwhile, 
drowns in the saxophonist's (thrilling) 
alien shrieks. The closing piece simmers 
slowly, pierced by increasingly frequent 
eruptions of activity, instruments chittering 
and brawling like hyenas over a carcass. It 
draws a perfect pall over proceedings. 
Daniel Barrow 



Bat For Lashes 



Two Suns (Parlophone) 

For the purposes of this review, let us 
assume two things: one, I've never heard 
Kate Bush's Hounds Of Love and hence 
cannot discern the rampant affinities 
herein; and two, I've never read the 
ostentatious Two Suns press release 
and hence am blissfully oblivious 
to its mythic schemata, magickal patois 
and hocus pocus.With these caveats in 
mind, let's go. 

Two Suns, the second album 
from glittering pop consort Bat For 
Lashes - alias Brighton singer-songwriter 
Natasha Khan - offers an easy-listening 



voyage across cosmic electro, empyreal 
balladry and unearthly rock refrains. 
Featuring cameos from Brooklyn 
psych-poppers Yeasayer and no less 
a warbler than Scott Walker (who appears 
on the album's swansong and theatrically 
barren overture, 'The Big Sleep'), Two Suns 
has several radiant cycles: the fractured 
drum chorale of 'Glass'; the swooning piano 
eulogy of 'Moon And Moon'; the cyclopean 
digi-pop of 'Pearl's Dream', and, lastly, 
the transcendental throb of recent 
single 'Daniel'. 

So, let not the concept eclipse the 
outcome: this is a lovely album. 
Nicola Meighan 
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Boxcutter 



Arecibo Message (Planet Mu) 

Barry Lynn is a gift to historians. Since 
the first Boxcutter album came out as 
dubstep rode into public visibility, Lynn has 
consistently evaded the rapidly-enclosing 
walls of that genre-something he brilliantly 
achieves on Arecibo Message, readmitting 
the (black) future musics of which dubstep 
is one node (a process begun with the 
Pharoah Sanders homages of 2007's 
Glyphic). This is a good thing. The title 
'Old School Astronomy' - belonging to 
a polyglottal bounce halfway between 
LFO and Horsepower Productions -sums 
it right up: tomorrow returning today. 

Following the outward-bound 
trajectories mapped by Kodwo Eshun 
in the book More Brilliant Than The Sun: 
Adventures In Sonic Fiction, Arecibo 
Message sees elements of burbling 
electro, Chicago house, some patented 
Stevie/Herbie synth-funk and the bass, 
horns and whistles of disco all move 
through a groove no longer tied to 
dubstep's lumbering snares, fluttering 
off into the cosmos instead. 

Let it pound, let it flow, let it shake. 
Daniel Barrow 



Camera Obscura 



My Maudlin Career (4AD) 

To sing you into springtime, Camera 
Obscura 's latest offering is sauntering, 
glistening, honey-dripping. As such, 
the 'twee' debate from Plan B's Beehive 
a few issues back could be aptly 
wrapped around this album: nostalgic, 
check; cute, check; occasionally wry, check; 
cardigan-wearing, probably. 

Despite moments of dark brooding, 
My Maudlin Career mostly looks through 
a pinhole camera at a sun-dappled scene 
or opens a page of the Book Of OpticsXo 
find lucid reflections on love rather than 
light. "I wish my heart were as cold as the 
morning dew, "sings Tracyanne Campbell, 
but her band's music is warmer than ever 
before, perhaps thanks to the Nordic pop 
touch of producer Jari Haapalainen (The 
Concretes, Ed Harcourt). It'll swirl you 
'round carousel melodies flooded with 
bittersweet, over-honest words. 
Hannah Gregory 



Casiotone For The Painfully 
Alone 



Vs Children (Tomlab) 

Like 2006's Etiquette, Casiotone ForThe 
Painfully Alone's new album reneges on 
the indie-electronica of Owen Ashworth's 
earlier releases; here, he opts mostly 
for piano, organ and real drums over 
programmed instrumentation. 

The result is almost bluesy- in tempo 
and mood, at least, if not scale. It ties in 
well with the subject matter: of failed 
relationships, fears of adulthood and 
dreary criminality. That said, Vs Children 
still upholds the precious minimalism 
that so characteristically forms Ashworth's 
'sound'; gloomy, invariably stark and 
always from the heart. 

His voice is cracked and deep, telling 
tales of grotty bedsits and too many fags. 
Intimate to the point of stifling, Vs Children 
makes the room shrink; I want to let in 
some air, open the curtains. "And you sit 
on my lap like everything's alright, " goes 
'Natural Light', the music's dreary precision 



extinguishing such an image of calm. 
I crave more. 
Darren Loucaides 



The Coathangers 



Scramble (Suicide Squeeze) 

I want a favourite Coathanger. I want to 
know which one's growling and which one's 
purring. I want to know which one wrote the 
Shangri-Las numbers. I want their pictures 
on my wall, I want to un-learn the modicum 
of guitar playing that I have learned and 
re-learn it all, playing along to Scramble. 
You know\t's going to be fun, because you 
have already seen the song titles. They have 
a song called 'Arthritis Sux', for example, 
even though you know they're dead young 
and cute and no way have they got arthritis 
yet.They have a song called 'Sonic You' and 
they even get the Sonic Youth lettering right 
when they scribble it in their sleeve-notes. 
Opening track 'Toomerhead' wheezes out 
past a nicotine-bamboozled larynx among a 
muddle of sweet backing vocals. Guitar solos 
are punk-simple, the lyrics playful, straight 
out of the riot grrrl's high school locker room. 
HayleyAvron 



Court is/Moore 



BrokeboxJuke(No-Fi) 

It's a delight to be invited into the 
self-contained soundworld of Brokebox 
Juke. It bristles with unease and tension, 
developing into leftfield loveliness through 
a process of eerie osmosis. 

Alan Courtis and Aaron Moore make 
much of their respective backgrounds in 
Reynols and VolcanoThe Bear, interacting 
with all the life-affirming, avant-garde joy 
of two musicians jamming in the same room, 
even though this collaboration was remote, 
conducted via the internet between Brooklyn 
and Buenos Aires. Despite the two having 
never met, their instrumentals hover, 
thrum and burst into avant-skronking 
life, shimmering across stretches of rattle. 
A violin scratches, bursts into life and 
is swamped by an emotive mariachi 
melancholy. When Courtis and Moore 
do finally rock out, it's with brightly-coloured, 
cosmic verve. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Crippled Black Phoenix 



200 Tons Of Bad Luck (Invada) 

Now that most post-rock is distinctly 
post-enjoyable, post-innovative and 
firmly post-worthwhile, it's good to have 
Crippled Black Phoenix around. Formed by 
Jamie Sykes, drummer in the heaviest band 
in existence, ElectricWizard, and bolstered 
by Dominic Aitchison from Mogwai, they've 
a surprising lightness of touch. 

This double album is steeped in a 
very personal magical realism; an allegory 
of apocalyptic eschatology which reflects 
various traumas in Sykes' personal life, 
including witnessing the death of his best 
friend. The disembodied voice of Evel Knievel 
dolefully recounts his methods for fighting 
away suicidal thoughts over a sensitive 
Arab Strap backing of cello and guitar. 
'Born For Nothing' is a Godspeed throb, 
'Paranoid Arm Of Narcotic Empire' an 
Emperor Machine groove. 200 Tons Of 
Bad Luck is a stunning mix of Partch-style 
DIY and rock instrumentation buoyed by 
steam-punkVictoriana, despite its occasional 
tendency to sound like Pink Floyd. 
John Doran 
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[T « Gnaw 

^T ' This Face (Conspiracy) 

Following his marriage to Sonia Greene in 1 924, weird 
fiction author HP Lovecraft relocated from his beloved 
Providence, New England to the concrete panopticon 
of Brooklyn. Experiencing financial difficulties and 
utter alienation at the New York borough's diverse cultural and racial 
make-up, Lovecraft poured his hatred and resentment into a short story 
entitled The Horror At Red Hook, a barely-disguised diatribe which ranks 
as the author's most reprehensible work. While it's doubtful that NYC's 
Gnaw are bigots, their debut album expresses a comparably urban form 
of horror and disgust. Ex-Khanate vokillist Alan Dubin's hateful screeds seem 
to be aimed at anyone who isn't Alan Dubin, 'Vacant' being the definitive 
summation of his disgusted outsider's perspective; "You can hear them 
laughing/You can hear them fucking/Everybody's fucking. ..but you. " 
For Dubin, 'everybody' represents an affront, an intolerable repudiation 
of his existence, the amorphous enemy's engagement in fleshy pleasures 
serving as confirmation of a terrible moral lack. One is reminded of the 
young Morrissey's militant celibacy and vegetarianism, the pitting of one's 
will against flesh. Gnaw's relentless rhythmic grind, almost psychedelic in 
its use of infinite shades of grey, emphasises the oppressive crush of city- 
dwelling. They perceive the metropolis as a vast mincing machine, the 
meatpacking district expanding to consume and process the entirety of 
the five boroughs. So-called 'extreme music' often posits an idea of Hell; 
Gnaw deal only in the most nightmarish, man-made variety. 
Joseph Stannard 



Crystal Antlers 



Tentacles (Touch And Go) 

Is there ever any need for two drummers in 
a band? Surely two arms and two legs are 
enough. In Crystal Antlers' case, though, 
to have fewer than two would be the joke, 
as it's their additional layers and tiered 
beats that form such an extensive, 
impressive sound palette. 

Allegedly, this debut was made 
and mixed in the space of one long, 
sleep-deprived week; and the results 
certainly retain that sense of urgency 
and risk. Melodies unfurl, then retreat, 
beneath intense prog jams and psychedelic 
excursions. Organs, fractional guitars 
and raw shouts hint at lo-fi garage psych, 
but there are proggy tendencies, too; try 
to staple these tracks down and they 
shapeshift immediately. A challenge to 
digest, 7"er?fac/es proves gripping. 
LivWillars 



Al Duvall 



Recluses Unite... (dualpLOVER) 



Toxic Lipstick 



Poopin (dualpLOVER) 

Glass-manipulating Antipodean Justice 
Yeldham's taste in music, as represented 
by his dualpLOVER label, stretches to people 
as disparate asAI Duvall and Toxic Lipstick; 
two musical polar opposites loosely strung 
together by a proud intent to make 'em 
laugh. Al Duvall is a Brooklynite who plays 
worldly, wordy vaudevillian Americana 
on the banjo, mainly. Honouring the fire 
of Tom Waits and Tom Lehrer across a 
slightly indulgent 1 7 songs, you will need 
a saint's tolerance for these heavily forced 
rhymes - but there's a goodly selection 
of lines in here that people would use as 
Facebook status updates if David Berman 
had written them. Toxic Lipstick, like Al 
Duvall, documentthe imaginary antics 
of the lower orders in a sprightly, amused 
fashion. MkeAl Duvall, they do it over the 
mostvomitous, clusterfucked, dollarstore- 
AUSSIE dollarstore - electro that it is possible 
to imagine.Their sweetest song is called 
'Rape Me' and features the lyric "In 1988, 
everybody learned to skate ". 
Noel Gardner 



Remano Eszildn 



R-Tracks (Planet Mu) 

For a man claiming some distance from 
his would-be peers, this debut effort by 
Bristol-based Remano Eszildn sounds 
an awful lot like the neon bubble belches 
of Aphex Twin's Richard D James at his 
most playful. Laden with overly familiar 
amphetamine blasts, this is the hyper-jittery 
sound of an over-sexed nostalgic future; 
one that's lost its way and is finding solace 
in the comforting metallic bosom of old 
machines instead of pumping lifeblood 
into fresh ideas. 

R-Tracksmay be far from a disaster, 
but it's not going to get the booty shaking 
orthe heart thumping. It's just a little 
too rampant; even the odd segue into an 
occasional dry-hump squelch isn't enough 
to salvage this record. 
Spencer Grady 



Extra Life 



Secular Works (LoAF) 

The connections - Dirty Projectors, 
Zs, John Zorn - are well-known, but 
unimportant. What matters is that Extra 
Life's debut album Secular Works \s a work 
of stunning drama and serious WTF?-ness, 
a perpetually mutating leviathan in which 
ornate vocals, a knotty and constantly-flitting 
math-muscle, threnodic viola and a sense 
of the theatrical combine to hurl you around 
the room. 

The proggish intricacy of these 
arrangements demands turmoil; Charlie 
Looker's relentlessly unpredictable 
melodies jerk and reel, but we find 
them tracing networks and fragments 
(medieval polyphony/free improv/ 
modern-classical). Extra Life also do 
spareness:TII Burn' builds from nothing 
into a mournful jig flush with coiling 
vocal melodies; the astonishing 'See You 
At The Show' is a pressure-cooker of tension 
as Looker narrates his double's usurpation 
of his career. When 'Bled White' follows 
with a virtuoso a capella performance, the 
impression sets: these thrilling, Escher-like 
spirals are also the labyrinthine circuits of 
the human heart. 
Daniel Barrow 
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lovin' vs hatirV 

Words: Jesse Darlin' 

Illustration: Adrian Fleet 

In which we subjected a selection of beats and 
rhymes to the scrutiny of Plan B's MC, Jesse D 



Trim: Soulfood IV (ukrecordshop.com) 

Two Fingers feat Sway: Two Fingers (Big Dada) 

Lady Sovereign: Jigsaw (Midget) 

Newham Generals: Generally Speaking (Dirtee Stank) 



Grime doesn't really exist, of course; it's just a 
fake genre cooked up by the hacks to pimp their 
print, and everyone will tell you it's true. Grime 
is what sticks to the tiles at KFC. Grime is the fuzz 
on the mixtape. Grime is what's left over at the 
end of mash-up culture; it's folk music made 
on sequencers. 

Grime is defined on Wikipedia as 'dirt that 
is ingrained or difficult to remove', and that must 
be how these streets look from the spotless margins 
of the music factories that churn out f latpacked, 
fold-it-out, plug-in-and-play new genres every 
month. Seeping grime was frightening because 
it was organic; it came from bedrooms and estates, 
and the production and distribution of this stuff 
was completely outside of those spotless margins. 
Nobody came begging for nothing. One part ooze 
and seep and one part wooze and bleep, it was 
visceral and guttural and existed despite all the 
odds, like a protest. But there's no such talk of 
a style or an aesthetic or the 'sound' of grime - 
a greasy bunch of disparate, post-sampling beats, 
ingrained and difficult to remove - and the street 
youth who made its name are growing up in all 
kinds of directions; wild, tamed; dirty, clean. 

Trim is both phat and lean on his latest mixtape, 
Soulfood IV, keeping it real with the bucket meal 
and a whole mouth fulla spit. Trim is a less-is-more 
kind of MC; he knows how to keep it simple and 
effective, slicing up rhymes with juicy aplomb, here 



chewing you out, there cutting 
you down to size. He's better 
when in flow, better without 
the refrain, best when he's 
taking the piss and having a 
good time. Trousers' is great 
in that old, timeworn, 'Big 
Bamboo' swaggerin' tradition, 
and there are moments of the 
full-on confessional when he 
takes the tone somewhere 
deeper. He's got a heavy-going, 
aggressively measured style, 
grunting and growling, 
namechecking contemporaries ("eatin' MCs 
for breakfast"). He's the last of the Mohicans, 
still going strong and hard. 



The end of mash-up 
culture 



So if there were such a thing as grime, 
Two Fingers- with a whole lotta Sway- would 
be post-grime: post-urban, post-globalisation 
bricolage-beat. Two Fingers is a tough, significant 
record, all banging bhangra, marching samba 
and Afrikan drums; future-grime for all the 
storm troopers out there representin' and riding 
night buses, up all night, dancing hard, hustling 
up, hunkering down. Notably, it's energised by 
the male-female interplay because, for once, 
both sides are represented: these guys are 
like the supermen and superwomen of the 
urban landscape. 

Talking of ladies who represent, there's 
Lady Sovereign. Of course. Who else? Baby 
Sov grew up listening to the records her mum 
used to play - her mum was a punk and then a 



raver, all those hard-edged vocals and hard-edged 
beats. She cut her rhymes mugging to a can 
of hairspray. Sov never really made dance music, 
exactly, but the driving, unapologetically unlovely 
vox (that's the punk coming through, bubbling 
up, overflowing) and the energy (part rage, part 
exuberance) made you jig and twitch and shudder. 
She always had something metallic and synthetic 
about her, too - like hairspray, like pink hair 
extensions, like nail polish. 

But Jigsaw is different, if only because of the 
melodies, and because she's singing. Barging 
through a set of bouncing theatrical beats, 
argy-bargy and artful-dodgy, all influences and 
tough lil' beating heart worn on sleeve, the lady's 
on top form: lady sings! Lady emotes! Lady's Cindy 
fuckin' Lauper meets the child star of a West End 
musical! Worried? Don't be: this is great. Seriously. 
You want to listen to it and dance to it: it's a little 
bit of heartbreak, a whole lot of fuck you. And 
anyway, the fighting spirit only makes sense 
in the context of what one is fighting for or 
against- 1 like it when rappers ditch the swagger 
for some soul-searching. I like my angst best 
when accompanied by a driving bass beat, the 
punctuation of the fist in the air. And, despite the 
high-spec production, this record retains the weird, 
jerky idiosyncrasy that makes Sov so great and so 
inimitable. "There are genres [on this album] that 
ain't even genres," says Lady Sovereign herself, but 
you know how it goes: if there's a genre wot ain't 
one, we hacks'll make one up. Vaudeville crunk- 
emo: it's the new grime, blud. 

Talking of new grime, I'll tell you what ain't - 
Newham Generals' Generally Speaking sounds 
like it was recorded on an analogue four-track 
in some bedsit basement with a Nineties-era 
drum box, everybody getting high and gurning 
to a driving house backtrack while someone takes 
a turn to spit. The rhymes are crunchy and tight 
and tuff, but there's nothing new here, lyrically: 
drugs, slags, big stat-ass, cash. 

Grime is dead, whatever it was. Bring on the 
new new thing already. It's gonna be tight. 
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Words: John Doran 
Illustration: Lauren Minco 

Storsveit Nix Noltes 

Royal Family - Divorce (Fat Cat) 

The only time reality appears to intrude into 
the vaguely dimwitted world of soap operas is 
when two of the major characters get married. 
The opiate of the preposterously mundane 
suddenly becomes an exacting document of 
human behaviour. No other social function elicits 
such a flurry of intense, conflicting emotions. 

Even the best-planned and most respectable 
of matrimonies resembles a flesh hurricane of 
love, lust, regret, hate, mind-bending boredom, 
sorrow and even mourning -with a very small 
eye of tranquillity containing often one, not two, 
people. The ceremony is a more effective redeemer 
than Catholic confession. You can lay money that 
Adolf was never more likeable than when he tied 
the knot with Eva in the bunker; that Arkan was 
never more cherubic than when he got spliced 
with Ceca. Despite this, weddings are nearly 
always geared toward mundanity in the UK; and 



this record makes you question why booking 
a good live band isn't the first thing on the to-do 
list of any wedding-planning young couples. 

Storsveit Nix Noltes -were I getting married 
this year- would be my wedding band of choice. 
They're an Icelandic nonet living and recording 
in Reykjavik but looking south-east to Bulgaria, 
where traditional wedding music is revered as 
a sacred art form. 

All of the tracks here are arrangements of 
the traditional, and many nod to the corpulent, 

A flesh hurricane 
of love 

virtuoso clarinettist Ivo Papasov-the so-called 
Bulgarian 'wedding king' whose raucous, 
Turkish-influenced jams inspire 24 hour-long, 
trance-like reception dances. 

Making up this Storsveit (or 'big band') are 
members of mum, Benni Hemm Hemm, Sigur 
Ros, Lost In Hildurness, Numer Null, Runk, 
Kanada and Hestbak-and Kria Brekkan, who 
crystallised around guitarist Hilmar Jensson at 
Iceland's Academy Of The Arts. The now-defunct 



economic superiority of Iceland over this Eastern 
European nation is demonstrated by a surfeit of 
expensive brass and other non-gypsy instruments 
in place of gadulkas and tamburas. The modernity 
of the album is to be found in the brief but 
rudely-effective intrusion of doom-heavy guitars, 
the rhythmic intensity of freak-folk and the 
occasional textural approach of some decent 
post-rock. Oh, and just in case all of the competing 
emotional elements of a wedding feast are 
becoming too violently Balkanised, things are 
slowed to a funereal pace on 'Cetvorno Horo', 
a tune suitable for singing at the bride's house 
before leaving for the church. 

These songs are the saddest the country 
knows, because they mourn the girl leaving 
her parents' house for the last time. This music 
is so passionate that it could make a righteous 
person stray from the path - as this traditional, 
anonymous Bulgarian poem about a monk 
listening to female wedding singers indicates: 
"God damn you, two young girls/Why didn 't 
you start to sing a little sooner/Before I became 
a monk? 71 would have married one of you/Either 
the younger or the elder " 



Fred Frith and Arte Quartett ■ Hanne Hukkelberg 



The Big Picture (Intakt) 
Still Urban (Intakt) 

Two albums from guitarist Fred Frith, once of 
Henry Cow and Massacre, bear evidence of a 
background in jazz and improv now foraging 
into new realms of modern composition. Arte 
Quartett provide a panoply of saxophones, 
while Frith limits himself to occasional 
splashes of colour or jagged incursions; at 
times, he fades into atmospheric hum. The 
Big Picture comprises two pieces; the second, 
'Freedom In Fragments', is a whistle-stop 
tour through numerous modes of modern 
jazz and composition; it even slips into a little 
be-bop. Even better is Still Urban, in which 
the city landscape mutates. 
Euan Andrews 



Blood From A Stone (Nettwerk) 

When she hoots and samples and breathes 
low like that, you can see Hanne bursting 
only from the feathers of Bjork's Vespertine. 
But the girl has taken the concept and 
throttled its chicken-neck in half. She has 
been in the distant, quiet, polar end of 
Norway, and the void sucked her lungs inside 
out. During 'No One But Yourself, she yells 
louder than all her Little Thingssonqs put 
together. The charm-bracelet noises of her 
percussion have mutated into metal beasts, 
flagellated stoves and fridges. Whether 
loud or quiet, it's all edge-of-cliff; 'Salt Of 
The Earth' broods with finality. There's a 
guitar muttering to itself all along, while 
Hanne does whatever you can call her thing 



- cold rock? Geode rock, with a rough, dark 
face and sparkling heart? That rock, calm 
and palm-sized, dropping into a freezing 
ocean? Something along those lines. 
Meryl Trussler 



In Flagranti 



Brash And Vulgar (Codek) 

Transcontinental duo In Flagranti are keen 
to hype up the oblique mindgames they 
play with their random images, song 
titles and music; but all this stuff seems 
like a bit of a red herring. According to them, 
they were influenced by antiquated German 
advertising techniques, where art would 
be endlessly, abstractly produced and 
then assigned to random clients. Using the 
same principle, In Flagranti's music spirals 



out of the collages they produce. What 
this album is really about, though, is the 
subject matter of that collage:TITS. And 
not just 'breasts', but proper Chapman 
Bros-vacant smile, Seventies chip 
fat-and-semen-stained cockney 
jazz-mag tits. It gives the first few big 
beat-ish bangers a convincingly grotesque 
urgency, but this is mostly forgettable 
until the awesome song-based middle 
bit kicks in - from tracks four thru 
nine - where Brash A nd Vulgar suddenly 
turns into some great lost Ze Records 
album as compiled by Munk. 

Amypop's coquettish 'Pick ATrick', 
in particular, is full of dirty, playground- 
limerick-level genius. 
David McNamee 
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thrill rock stars 

Words: Emily Bick 
Illustration: Dimitri Simakis 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs 

It's Blitz! (Polydor) 

There's this thing in astronomy called the main 
sequence, which plots the life cycles of most 
normal stars. Based on the circumstances of how 
they're formed, they'll either end up huge and 
luminous or smallerand notso bright. But it's 
pretty much a linear continuum, an even spread. 

Right now in our pop galaxy there's some 
heavy gravity operating: you get maybe one 
outing, exploding forth into the consumer cosmos, 
spewing megawatts of product onto Tesco shelves 
and Radio One. Otherwise? Fssst. 

Maybe this is a crap metaphor, but we 
need some kind of alternative to long-tail 
evangelism (which seems to be about as great 
a model for being able to live off your cultural 
production as trickle-down economics has 
been for everyone who's not a Russian oligarch). 
Because, well, there just isn't the time or space 
for bands to develop and get paid to continue 
doing so. It's the same for publishing or 
journalism or even modelling; a handful of 
stars blot out everything else. 

So what of all the people who were 
supposed to be huge, but didn't make it? 
In these all-or-nothing circumstances, saying 
anyone's an also-ran for the big time should be 



a flag of pride. Making it halfway is even better, 
and there are so many things about Yeah Yeah 
Yeahs that consistently surprise: live, they're 
superanimated, fierce. They're also not static, 
and have taken advantage of their position to 
change what they do with each new record. 

What's interesting is that, historically (well, 
at least between the mid-Seventies and late 
Nineties or so), the mid-list was where you found 
artists who were off somehow; not quite of their 
time or maybe just badly promoted. But there was 
slippage; in this No Man's Land, experimentation 
was possible and there were still decent budgets 
underwriting it all. It's actually a really lucky 
position to be in. 

What of all the people 
who were supposed to 
be huge? 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs are smart enough, I think, 
to realise this. Their last album, Show Your Bones, 
wasnotaquintuplezillion-platinum-selling pile 
of U2 bombast. While this may have disappointed 
some A&R gamblers who were expecting that 
kind of breakthrough (after their enormously 
hyped debut Fever To Tell), I'm sure the band can 
all pay their mortgages by now. They're allowed 
a certain lassitude, and they've brought back 
producer Nick Launay, who worked with them 
on the 'Is Is' EP. Launay is known for working with 



bands at similar points in their career: late Talking 
Heads, MidnightOil and Public Image Limited, in 
their bassless phase. 

Between Launay and co-producer Dave 
Sitek (of TV On The Radio), this album is full of 
multilayered studio experimentation. Elements 
of yearning hint at Killing Moon-era Bunnymen. 
Elsewhere, they recall the cooing, Cocteau 
Twins phrases that seem to be everywhere these 
days. Although Nick Zinner's now playing with 
a truckload of vintage synths, he hasn't given 
up his blitzkrieg guitars. 'Heads Will Roll', starting 
out with Karen O's red -queen yelps of "Off off 
off with your head/Dance dance dance 'til you're 
dead", sees Zinner's guitar buzzsaw in among 
gelatinous synth-chord blasts and fight against 
the chorus. Drummer Brian Chase turns up with 
more than his usual atom-calibrated aggression: 
on 'Skeletons', his drumsticks clack like dusty 
bones on catacomb walls (the mid-list, remember, 
also allows an amount of musical punning and 
play. Hell, most of prog was mid-list). 

Criticisms of It's Blitz! as being too synthy 
or over-produced miss the point. If anything's 
awkward about this album, it's that it reminds 
us how few bands get this time, this space, this 
chance to experiment; to attempt songs like, 
oh, 'Runaway', which is too emotive and 
piano-plangent for my tastes but is light years 
away from, say, 'Maps'. 

O's voice catches like a struck match, then 
explodes into flames. It's a triumph. 



Jeremy Jay 



Slow Dance (K) 

Jeremy Jay rewrites the reverb cool 
of Seventies street-rock, the cocaine 
chic of Eighties synth. He lilts away, 
fantasising about outrunning monsters 
and lovers. Sonically, this is a vintage 
document; nothing here sounds like it 
was made or written post-1 983 (though 
of course it was). 'Center Center' shivers 
with its Hall And Oates keyboard lines, a 



woozy vocal mantra weaving between 
the slow, neon hooks, Jay delivering 
poker-faced spoken word. 

Slow Dance is sultry and even a little 
morbid, one long, intoxicated love song 
that gives the thrill of the dance floor a 
dangerous tingle. You'll find him crooning 
"Will you dance with me, under coloured 
lights?" and strutting to your table, daring 
you not to take his hand. 
Jonathan Falcone 



The Juan MacLean 



The Future Will Come (DFA) 

If, like me, you love chart-bestriding 
synth-pop as much as you love classic Larry 
Levan-style New York garage and Chicago 
house, then you'll love this. Previous record 
Less Than Human may have reflected Juan 
MacLean's traumatic retreat from human 
fallibility, his frailty hidden behind chrome 
and hot circuitry, but then came a single that 
signified the move to a more 'song'-based 



direction; last year's 'Happy House', a 
purring, healing thing. This album opens 
with the gorgeous Gino Soccio pout of 
'The Simple Life', but a cheeky interpolation 
of 'Love Action (I Believe In Love)' reveals 
that MacLean has morphed into The 
Human League's Phil Oakey (with LCD 
Soundsystem's Nancy Whang filling Sulley/ 
Catherall's stilettos). Juan swipes the 'Losing 
My Edge' beat to underline the point. 
John Doran 
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Junior Boys 



Begone Dull Care (Domino) 

Dressed in a polo shirt and chinos 
and standing in the harsh glare of the 
too-grand Barbican stage, Jeremy Greenspan 
didn't look like a hugely convincing frontman 
when Junior Boys visited London in October 
of last year. If the band's delicate, intimate 
sound was somewhat lost that evening, 
the resulting album is a revelation. From 
the opening moments of 'Parallel Lines', it's 
clear that Begone Dull Care is a beguiling 
listening experience, a much needed 
deviation from the well-trodden synth-pop 
formula followed by too many artists 
clogging up too many column inches. 
Tender and affecting but laced with 
infectious grooves, Begone Dull Care is 
sure to feature highly in everyone's heart. 
Stuart Aitken 



K11: Instrumental 
Transcommunication Action 



Voices FromThelema (Aurora Borealis) 

In October 2007, Italian sound artists 
Pietro Riparbelli and Margherita Moscardini 
gathered shortwave radio recordings from 
a ruined villa on the outskirts of Cefalu on 
Sicily's North coast.These were then mixed 
into three long audio pieces by Riparbelli. 
Between 1 920 and 1 923, the villa played 
host to England's best-loved magus Aleister 
Crowley and a handful of acolytes who 
spent their days and nights practising yoga 
and sex magic, getting high and, it is said, 
drinking cat's blood in diabolical rites. 
Waves of electromagnetic hum crash 
on invisible shores, drones rumble on 
distant horizons and static generator 
buzzes fill every conceivable space while 
what could be a set of chanting voices and a 
church organ drift occasionally into earshot, 
adding welcome eldritch vapours to the mix. 

If the resulting listening experience is 
slightly monotonal - imagine Lustmord 
or Sunn 0))) played via a mobile phone 
on the back of a bus - it would be incorrect 
to judge the recordings solely on their 
aesthetic merits. Implicit here is the 
notion that energetic or electromagnetic 
remnants of a space can be 'tuned into' 
and captured in some way, an idea that 
can be traced back to the early Sixties 
writings of Cornish archaeologist and 
mystic Thomas Charles Lethbridge. 

Voices From Thelema is an intriguing 
exercise in electromagnetic mysticism 
and, as audio research, it sits comfortably 
alongsideThe CONET Project's collection of 
numbers station recordings, Disinformation's 
Stargate (shortwave recordings of solar 
emissions) andThe Ghost Orchid compilation 
of EVP recordings. The package includes a 
booklet of photographs and a five-minute 
video of the site. 
MarkPilkington 



King Creosote 



FlickTheVs (Domino) 

So you find yourself blessed with a 
heartbreaking larynx and an inordinate way 
with a sonnet. Do you a) flee to the nearest 
metropolis and flog your gran for a 1 album 
contract, or b) chase global mega-stardom 
via the moonstruck conduit of X Factor! 
If you're East Neuk rhapsodist King Creosote, 
aka Kenny Anderson, you do neither. Instead, 
you nurture a subculture in Fife - a record 
label, live sanctuary, DIY industry, way of life 
(the Fence Collective) - and all the while you 



craft some fine pop songs. Oh, and you 
release albums like FlickTheVs: singular, 
gilded, motley anthologies of valiant 
folk-rock, bagpipe techno, candid 
balladry and electronic sortilege that 
variously anatomise parochial homophobes, 
trifling polygamists, unwelcome admirers, 
far-flung misogynists, curtain-twitchers, 
synaesthetic trannies and agoraphobic 
shipping enthusiasts. FlickThe Vs\s 
rapturous, plaintive, deranged and ace. 
You wait.The world will to come to you. 
Nicola Meighan 



Magik Markers 



Balf Quarry (Drag City) 

Where they were once known for the 
horse-blind singularity of their noise assaults, 
it's now difficult to tell what Magik Markers 
will do next. Balf Quarry resembles nothing 
so much as the 'salad albums' of the late 
Sixties - a pick-and-mix of approaches, 
alternately yielding jewels and shit. 

While the opening songs continue 
the classic-rock detournementsoi 2007's 
Boss, 7/23' arrives strangely with clockwork 
drum machines and temperate washes 
of sound giving way to strangled guitar 
outbursts. 'State Numbers' circles around 
distant synths and a spare piano pulse. 
But these moments also serve to highlight 
Balf Quarry's threadbare patches. The 
album's faults are almost redeemed by 
the kick-ass, detuned post-hardcore of 
'The Lighter Side of Hippies' and -weirdest 
of all -closer 'Shells', a 10-minute 
violin-and-accordion-assisted drone that's 
as heart-stoppingly lovely as Soft Black 
Stars-era Current 93. When it drops into 
a middle-eight of piano alongside Elisa 
Ambrogio's caressing voice, one wonders 
what the hell they did with Magik Markers. 
And then, you don't care. 
Daniel Barrow 



OmarS 



Fabric 45 (Fabric) 

Here's Omar S, your textbook underground 
superstar among those who genuflect at 
a Detroit electronic altar, talking about 
this CD, which is the second Fabric mix 
to be entirely composed of the name DJ's 
own tracks and, as such, has garnered 
comparisons to the other fella to try 
this, RicardoVillalobos. "I don't even 
know who RicardoWillalobo is. I ain't start 
hearing his name 'til like a year ago. So how 
would I know what he did for Fabric?" I, for 
one, now wish to hang with Omar and his 
choppsy attitude and his really fucking 
joyously liquid productions, 1 6 of which 
are hand-woven into this disc's spectacular 
content. He builds fierce edifices from 
almost nothing, like his Eighties-spawned 
Michigan ancestors and Chicago juke jackers 
blueprinted, and reminds you that minimal 
is an adjective before it's a noun, pal. 
As affirming as skimming a stone at the 
ocean and watching it skip for 20 miles. 
Noel Gardner 



Pontiak 



Maker (Thrill Jockey) 

Given the sheer preponderance of rock 
music and its ceaseless, hackneyed 
self-plundering/repetition as a form, 
how exactly are we meant to write about 
rock that actually impresses us? Describing 
Maker'm terms of what actually goes into 
the sound would probably set eyes drooping: 




under my stylus: arrington de dion 

Maher Shalal Hash Baz 

L' Autre Cap (K) 

"I used to organise the 

Experimental Music 

Festival in Olympia, and 

one year I put my entire 

budget into flying out 
Maher Shalal Hash Baz from Japan. There 
were, like, eight people, and then all these 
Canadians showed up to play, too. We 
spent three days recording U Autre Cap in 
Calvin [Johnson]'s studio right as he lost the 
lease and had to move everything down 
the street -that makes this the last complete album recorded from 
start to finish in the old Big Room version of Dub Narcotic. Tori Kudo 
is one of the greatest composers alive. This is one of his best albums, 
and I hardly hear it mentioned but I feel that it should be playing 
from every radio. The songs are urgent, passionate, sad, celebratory, 
more than just a little wasted at times, extremely catchy and more 
avant-garde than avant-garde!" 




"Another band with loud guitars. You do 
know it isn't still the Seventies, right?" 
So it's the little details that set this apart from 
modern rock's dross-sea: the warm analogue 
production that gives these heavy lashings of 
fuzz a pleasantly viscous quality; the tempo 
boost since their poor showing on last year's 
KalespWl with Arbou return ('Heat Pleasure' 
is a positively uptempo blast); the plentiful 
reverb and harmonising vocals. It's these 
things that reposition Pontiak in the 
stoner/noise overlap territory of Religious 
Knives, not to mention the occasional spray 
of buzzsaw treble ('WaxWorship' and closer 
'AASSTTEERR'). Above all, it's just a mighty 
chewy stoner-rock joint- and there's 
nothing wrong with that. 
Daniel Barrow 
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Everything She Touched Turned 
Ampexian (Warp) 

Guillermo Scott Herren's moniker refers 
to his habit of listening to jazz-rock fusion 
released prior to 1 973, and it's good to see 
he's reapplying this exacting nature to his 
day job. Everything She Touched Turned 
Ampexian bristles with ideas and sounds 
(30 tracks in 40 minutes); its ambition puts 
one in mind of Coldcut's peerless Journeys 
By DJ album 70 Minutes Of Madness, 
while its execution calls to mind that 
psychedelic effort ofturntablism by Mix 
Master Mike, Anti-Theft £>ei//ce. There is 
little of his tightly focussed vocal cut-up 
technique here; instead, it's tar-thick, 
with narcotic hip-hop fragments. It is 
unsurprising to learn that the young Herren 
was taught multiple musical instruments 
by his mother who employed the Suzuki 
method of deep saturation in the subject- 
such an attitude is apparent in this highly 
textured and dense soundscape. 
John Doran 



Jonathan Richman 



<A Que Venimos Sino A Caer? 
(Munster) 

Even back in his Modern Lovers days, 
Richman didn't seem to be the tightest 
dude. The guitars cut like pocket knives, 
but Jonathan himself was always prone 
to unravel into monologue, or improv, 
or endless reprises. Today, he's completely 
unwound. Not that he's lost a mote of 
his wits -just that his music is turning into 



a glorious soup. iA Que Venimos Sino 
A Caer?(or, What Are We Here For But 
To Fall Down?) is an easy, humid record 
brought about to give a little something 
back to Spain, and, as such, it is full of 
fiddling Spanish vocals and guitars- but 
there are also splashes of French, Italian 
and English. These tracks are thrown 
together from five years' worth of writing 
on napkins and making things up onstage. 
Just like bread, as he proclaims on 'Es 
Como El Pan', it's got to be fresh. 
A wholesome little meal, this. Nothing 
particularly sticks out, but hey - that's a 
good thing where soup is concerned. 
Meryl Trussler 



Alasdair Roberts 



Spoils (Drag City) 

Take a leaf, Lily Allen, here's some lyricism 
for you: "Made of the vellum and bound 
in the wolfskin/Encrusted with amethyst, 
topaz and beryl/By numberless scribes in 
the cells of Saint Cyril. . . "Said lines arise 
in 'The Book Of Doves' - an undulating aria 
viz St Columba -from ace folk ethnologist, 
Alasdair Roberts. While his earlier 
endeavours often excavated ancient verse 
(most notably 2005's exquisite No Earthly 
Man), Roberts' fourth solo outing comprises 
new compositions - yet they're no less in 
thrall to his preoccupation with Scottish 
mythology, landscape and symbolism. 
From a psalm debating eternal recurrence 
('The Flyting Of Grief And Joy') through 
an ode to the perils of amateur dowsing 
('Hazel Forks'), Spoils burls in historical 
and ideological skirmish. 
Nicola Meighan 



Roedehus and Noh1 



Fibre (Barking Green) 

A collaboration between the legendary 
septuagenarian electronic pioneer Roedelius 
and contemporary UK film composer 
Noh1 -with guests JezCoad of Simple 
Minds on guitar and Martyn Bates handling 
percussion -F/^e spreads its wings like 
a great, shining cyborg swan. Dorit Chrysler's 
piercing theremin cuts through Coad's 
twangs. There's the danger that everything 
will expire into candyfloss clouds, but 
Roedelius is everywhere, his ivories holding 
the emotional centre steady. We flit through 
gleaming glass cities of the air. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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Beatrice 
Antolini 

ADue(Urtovox) 

Beatrice Antolini is 
the sound of now, 
if The Residents were 
Simon Cowell and Universal Records. 
This clutters with tin pan drums, Antolini's 
voice haunting like that of a wind-up doll. 
It's dustier than Marissa Nadler; part gothic 
nightmare, part Tom Waits lullaby. (JF) 

Audrey 

The Fierce And The 

Longing 

(Tendervision) 

All-female Swedes 
Audrey paint frowny 
songs with big, sad brushes. Maudlin 
strings and deadened drums hug tender 
words. Vocals creep toward 'haunting' 
too deliberately, evoking quieter moments 
of the monsters of post rock: Mogwai, 
Godspeed, Sigur Ros. Agreeable, 
but conservative. (TG) 

The Balky Mule 

The Length Of The 
Rail (One Little 
Indian) 

Sam Jones is a talented 
fella with big ideas. 
His songs are short and sweet; that is, they 
are until he deliberately skewers them with 
violent flashes of aggressive guitar. It's 
endearing, like he's destroying something 
just for the hell of it. Except he's not 
destroying it; he's just giving it a coarse, 
delicious edge. (TH) 

Brakes 

Touchdown 
(Fat Cat) 

Eamon Hamilton's 
sickly singing voice 
is a weird instrument, 
quietly peeved and secretly ballsy. 
Touchdown gladly abandons the Nashville 
flourishes of its predecessor, and 'Two 
Shocks' does a masterful tension/release 
job while 'Red Rag' sounds like a great 
Pixies fuckabout. Worst thing: godawful 
song titles like 'Don't Take MeTo 
Space (Man)'. (TG) 

Castro va I va 

Castrovalva (Brew) 

Bass pumps through 
amps set to levels 
that make the 
soundman's eyes roll; 
drums are given the kind of beating that yer 
regular punch-up victim can't relate to. 
No words. From Leeds, Castrovalva have 
presumably seen the similarly-arranged 
That FuckingTank play at some point, 
as well as unavoidable progenitors 
Lightning Bolt. (NG) 

The Durutti 
Column 

Love In The Time Of 
Recession (Artful) 
Vini Reilly doesn't 
reverse the stark 
bridesmaid/bride imbalance of his life here. 
The best guitarist to work with Morrissey 
has no one but himself to blame, however, 
given his continued insistence on singing 
like a doomed puppy. (JD) 







The Flowers 
Of Hell 

Come Hell Or High 
Water (Benbecula) 

Alumni of The Patti 
Smith Group, Broken 
Social Scene, Hidden Cameras, Tindersticks 
and Spacemen 3 comprise The Flowers 
Of Hell, and their orgiastic, orchestral 
psych-/post-/space-rock hoedown is 
monolithic and thunderously Utopian; hewn 
from the strata of the Velvets, various 
motoriks and Ligeti. Sonic Boom andThom 
Knott of The Earlies are among the knob 
twiddlers; it's exhilarating when it gels, 
which is mostly. (JP) 

Gallows 

Grey Britain 
(Warner Music) 

There's strings, smooth 
production, proper 
singing... but don't 
be fooled, Gallows' second is heavy like 
industry and mad as hell. Frank Carter's 
voice has weathered with style, and songs 
like 'Death Voices' - "Fournails!/Four 
corners! /Four riders! /Four horses! "- 
do rowdy like droogs on parade. (LP) 

The Handsome 
Family 

Honey Moon 
(Loose) 

Celebrating 20 years 
as a couple, The 
Handsome Family's take on country music 
is one where the juncture between nature 
and humanity crops up recurrently. Rennie 
Sparks' offbeat words find beauty in the 
broken glass-scattered, suburban 
Albuquerque landscapes that're sung into 
existence by husband Brett. (RF) 





* 



H f It Hugs Back 
_ F^s (4AD) 



Inside Your Guitar 



Zf i \ It Hugs Back don't 

t * sound much like 
' * **- anything else 
emanating from Maidstone, Kent, right 
now. This is elegant Americana with pulsing 
drums and layer on layer of light vocals 
somewhat akin to those of Elliot Smith; it's 
at its weakest when relinquishing a sense 
of urgency, but it's mostly promising. (DL) 






Jeniferever 

Spring Tides 
(Monotreme) 

Seven years since the 
release of debut 
Choose A Bright 
Morning, along comes this, a shiny new 
thing that is so lovingly produced it's like 
a child alternately coddled and hothoused 
since birth. A mere dusting of vocals 
and Hammond organ ('St Gallen') can 
be surprising. (NB) 

Malajube 

Labyrinths (City 
Slang) 

Canadian rockers 
who care little 
for conventional 
song structures sing in French and blast 
out an endearing mess. This is album 
numberthree, yet it's only the beginning. . . 
(TH) 






Mono 

Hymn To The 
Immortal Wind 
(Conspiracy) 

For their fifth 
album, Mono take 
aim at a narrative as intimate as it is 
elemental - and they pretty much nail 
it, too. Backed by a 28-piece orchestra 
and produced, again, by Steve Albini, 
accusations of grandiloquence are kept 
in check by genuine ambition. (JS) 

Niccokick 

The Good Times We 
NlQCQKICK Shared, Were They 
So Bad? 
(Startracks) 

Niccokick surge 
through a bunch of adrenaline-fuelled pop 
songs. ' 1 5 Broken Bones' sees the Swedish 
group sit twee riffs upon the dynamics of a 
punk band; their harmonies rock and their 
love songs hurt -you're ecstatic, but long 
for heartache. (JF) 

Noma 

Rfin5P (Kovorox 
Sound) 

John Cromar, the man 
who is Noma, releases 
here the first of 12 
proposed albums for 2009; and what 
a treasure it is - a mirage of glimmering 
strings and humming drones, shifting 
and static at the same time. It's the perfect 
ambient environment. (EA) 

Salim Nourallah 

Constellation 
(Tapete) 

Fairly standard 
indie-pop, this, 
considering it's 
Nourallah's fourth solo release. Everything 
is well-made - sweet voice, pretty guitars, 
teardrop keys and lyrics for loved ones - 
but it won't change your life. (DL) 

Obits 

I Blame You 
(Sub Pop) 

Where Rick Froberg's 
previous rock slams, 
Hot Snakes and the 
godlike Drive Like Jehu, brought the fight, 
his new outfit, Obits, bring the party. With 
hearts set on breaking a sweat in lieu of 
new ground, these fantastic old school jams 
are lightning bolts for the soul. (TC) 

The Strange 
Boys 

The Strange Boys 
And Girls Club 
(InTheRed) 

Hailing from Austin, 
Texas, The Strange Boys stink of booze and 
sweat and buzz off anything they can get 
their hands on. They ride out their Black 
Lips-style comedown 'til dawn. (DL) 

Brief notes by Euan Andrews, 
Natalie Boxall, The Corpo, 
John Doran, Jonathan Falcone, 
Richard Fontenoy, Noel Gardner, 
Thorn Gibbs,Tom Howard, 
Darren Loucaides, James 
Papademetrie, Louis Pattison, 
James Skinner 






Ray Rumours 



Le Pont Suspendu (Stitch Stitch) 

Ray Rumours is the alias of Ros Murray, 
formerly of indie-rockers Electrelane. Since 
her previous band went on indefinite hiatus, 
Murray has been forging a quiet sideline in 
lo-fi of an extremely English variety. Here, 
'lo-fi' has more in common with New York 
anti-folk's charming honesty than with, say, 
the existential concerns of one Phil Elvrum's 
yearning poetry. Anyone familiar with acts 
like FrancoisAndTheAtlas Mountains 
orWinston Echo will be on recognisable 
territory here; Ray Rumours' music is 
an unfussy blend of gentle finger-picking 
and home-strung instrumentation (provided, 
in part, by The Madrigals). Murray writes a 
better kind of pop than perhaps she realises, 
and the best moments here are tracks like 
'Chaussures' and 'BerlinTo Poznan', both 
in possession of a wonderfully catchy 
bounce. Throughout, Murray's music is never 
anything less than disarmingly honest- a 
quality rare and appealing enough in itself. 
Sam Lewis 



Sholi (Touch And Go/Quarterstick) 

We didn't get on at first, Sholi and me. 
Produced by Greg Saunier of Deerhoof, 
their debut commences with a smattering 
of jazz-wank drums and picked guitars; 
these things fill me with dread. 

Thankfully, 30 seconds or so in, 
something extraordinary happens. Two 
gentle male voices pulse in harmony and 
the record snaps into focus. Soaring on 
the back of a seesaw riff and frantically 
shuffling drums, Sholi only occasionally 
struggle. When they do, it's in their more 
raucous moments, where they bear a 
disarming, Pavement-esque lilt. But it's 
an infrequent misstep. Saunier's playful 
touch is apparent; Sholi sound unafraid and 
as fond of Deerhoof's spidery melodies as, 
well, Deerhoof themselves-though Sholi 
operate from within a murkier realm. 
The Corpo 



Still Flyin' 



Never Gonna Touch The Ground 
(Moshi Moshi) 

You can respect bands with the fortitude 
to have theme songs; they never forget 
their mission statement. Opening 
manifesto? "Still flyin'/Never gonna touch 
the ground". Then, they soar through 
their 1 1 -song trajectory with heart and 
a headrush, like kids letting go of the rope 
over the lake: scream, splash. 

It's so West Coast but, also, Oz twee: 
it must have creeped in from Architecture 
In Helsinki's production, riffs and cymbals 
paddling into reggae and disco at either 
side. Roll out the commandments. 
1 ) Sprawl. Fifteen members and whoever 
joins the conga line. 2) Jam. 3) Exalt the 
good stuff. Friends. The mercy of an 
empty office in the morning after too 
many cocktail umbrellas hit the floor. 
4) Look, I'm not being droll here, Still 
Flyin' party in cold blood. They have a 
song called 'FollowingThe Itinerary' but 
listen: they actually write itineraries. 
Check the website: " Play like you guys 
are in the Olympics and representing 
your country of AWESOME RIFF! " No 
disputing that.Too bad we can't get them 
in Eurovision. 
Meryl Trussler 
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Stinking Lizaveta 



Sacrifice And Bliss (Monotreme) 

Hmm. My immediate fear is that I have been 
slipped a classic rock mix CD with the vocals 
scrubbed out.Thankfully, not so. Stinking 
Lizaveta have been operating since 1 996, 
and can only be very distantly related to the 
Luddite likes of Black Mountain. Sacrifice 
And Bliss more resembles the sprightlier 
end of American post-rock, re-assimilating 
the fun of electricity - it's perhaps no 
surprise that Stinking Lizaveta are at their 
best when getting down to the business 
of soloing, as on 'We Will See', which 
viscerally spills its notes like a fountain pen 
squirting over a page. They're considerably 
more supple than might be feared, Cheshire 
Agusta's drums driving the action forward 
marvellously. But there's still something 
ineluctably stodgy here - it's the way the 
percussion spends huge amounts of time 
just, well, keeping time; the way the songs 
stripped of vocals somehow seem too empty; 
that hint of Seventies' biker-sweat. 
Daniel Barrow 



Thunderheist 



Thunderheist (Big Dada) 

Thunderheist is a two-pronged attack. 
Grahm Zilla brings the beats. Dirty, crunky 
beats. Singer Isis, she makes like Kid Sister, 
like Kelis, like Peaches. Oozing confidence, 
sassy as hell. She, too, is more than a little 
filthy. "Bitch. Where the after party at?" 
From electro dance-floor fillers to the 
dark rumble of booty bass, Thunderheist 
master it all. 'Slow Roll' is a cutting call to 
arms, a social filter to siphon out the try- 
hards brought to life with a yawn and a 
stretch. Elsewhere, 'LBG (Little Booty Girl)' 
has the most addictive, laconic chorus since 
'Milkshake'. An instant aphrodisiac, spinning 
Thunderheist\slhe experiential equivalent 
to downing a box of kirsch-stuffed 
chocolates with a bottle of red wine. You'll 
feel horny, no doubt, and it'll be so good 
you'll probably want to puke at some point. 
Hayley Avron 



Trio 3 and Irene Schweizer 



Berne Concert (Intakt) 

A perfect meeting of minds occurs on 
this collaboration between the New York 
African-American trio of Reggie Workman, 
Andrew Cyrille and Oliver Lake (on bass, 
drums and alto sax) and Swiss pianist Irene 
Schweizer. This is modern jazz at a most 
exquisite level of considered improvisation. 
Trio 3 bring with them a hefty amount of 
weight, players of the same generation as 
Albert Ayler and John Coltrane. Schweizer, 
meanwhile, integrates seamlessly, 
embellishing the sax.The four players 
move from sprawling work-outs - see 
'Flow' -to the more ruminative passages 
of 'Rl Exchange 1 ' with ease. 
Euan Andrews 



Sharon Van Etten 



Because I Was In Love (Language 
Of Stone) 

Bidding farewell to her old style of handing 
out homemade, hand-designed recordings, 
Sharon Van Etten is the most recent addition 
to Drag City's new offshoot label Language 
Of Stone.The label is co-run by Greg Weeks, 
who also plays a number of instruments on 
this striking debut. Whether the title of Van 
Etten's introductory release is an explanation 
of the songs it fronts - a nostalgic admission 



of a lost attachment, or even a bitter sting of 
resentment- isn't certain. But beneath its 
ambiguous statement are songs that carry 
a certain tenderness, gently embracing Van 
Etten's heartbreaking lyrics and soothing 
voice. Striking a faultless balance between 
sparse silence and plucked strings, each 
piece here holds a distinctive simplicity. 
Eluding misery, there is strength in the 
fragility of her open admission of flaws 
and uncertainty: "No, I cannot paint pictures 
with my tongue, "her voice softly shakes on 
'Much More Than That'. But when it comes 
to emotional wounds, she paints her deepest 
feelings with a wise and soulful elegance. 
LivWillars 



Adventures In Sound (el) 

Abstract gurgles punctuated by the 
occasional squelch or snatch of vocal: 
it's not the latest Fennesz or Mira Calix but 
rather a collection of previously unavailable 
works from half a century ago. This 
superb compilation sees five classical 
composers - Pierre Schaeffer and Pierre 
Henry, KarlheinzStockhausen, Iannis 
Xenakis and Edgard Varese - creating 
a sonic revolution every bit as important 
to 20th (and 2 1 st) Century music as the 
merging of country and blues was to 
rock'n'roll. And while that genre's early 
exponents today sound charmingly 
dated, these 1 2 tracks of so-called 
'elektronische musik' or'musique concrete' 
sound quite staggeringly fresh. Their 
collective influence on everyone from 
The Beatles to Merzbow to Philip Jeck is 
almost incalculably huge. Vitally, however, 
this record also works on its own terms as 
a self-contained listening experience. 
Marcus O'Dair 



Cathedral Classics Volume I 
(Sonic Cathedral) 

Sonic Cathedral began as a clubnight 
devoted to shoegaze. Now, three years 
since its inception, it releases a clutch of 
polished gems boasting mixes by Robin 
Guthrie (Cocteau Twins) and Ulrich Schauss. 
The latter makes Mark Gardener sound like 
a cyborg Nico being taught how to feel, and 
it's a smooth transition from TheTamborines' 
opening salvos (think Beulah with jagged 
edges). Kyte's 'Planet' is a sorry resort to 
equipment over substance, but their second 
offering is better, its airy-fairy tendencies 
skewered by a thudding discord. Maybe 
it succeeds because it's remixed by Maps, 
whose version of 'We Own The Sky' by M83 
is my favourite track here. Strangely, Maps' 
own track isn't so interesting, but is remixed 
by M83 - so I don't know who to trust. 
Darren Loucaides 



Dublin Electronic Arts Festival (DEAF) 

Electronic music is intricately woven into 
the 2 1 st Century's audio world. If you've 
stood in line at a shop checkout recently, 
the chances are your ears will have been 
massaged/assaulted by some electro-pop 
confectionery. This double disc primer 
of Irish-based electronic artists, released to 
reminisce October 2008's Dublin Electronic 
Arts Festival, is so all-encompassing in 
its coverage of the musical range on offer 
that it almost buckles and splinters into 
schizophrenic components. But that's not 



to denigrate the individual artists and tracks; 
this compilation overloads with invention 
and delight.There's Nurse With Wound in 
mashy big-beat mode, the 23 Skidooisms 
of Naphta's tribal cut-ups, Boys Of Summer's 
primitive radiophonics, Obeah Kong's 
juddering smash and holler, the Autechre-like 
twist and pulse of The Last Sound, 
acousmatic art pieces from David Donohoe 
and Roger Doyle and eerie, disembodied 
poetry by Concerned Parasites. 
Euan Andrews 



Moondust (Heavenly) 

Accompanying the book of the same 
name by Andrew Smith, Moondust 
argues that its songs are inexorably linked 
to the Apollo space missions and the 
feelings of surreal triumph and wonder 
they stirred. Smith makes a largely tenuous 
case for his Americana-centric selections 
in lengthy liner notes, admitting that the 
baffling inclusion of AR Kane's 'A Love From 
Outer Space' is simply there because it's the 
song he'd choose to accompany him en route 
to the moon. Elsewhere, Richard Hawley 
croons, David Bowie vamps and Creedence 
plod. All three songs have the word 'moon' 
in the title.That gives you an idea of the sort 
of thing we're dealing with here. The bigger 
problem is that many of these songs are 
so sullied by context, so familiar through use 
elsewhere, that they can't hope to have any 
impact.The Byrds' 'Eight Miles High' is bad, 
Jeff Buckley's 'Hallelujah' is the nadir. Fuckin' 
'Hallelujah' ! Does that song mean anything 
to anyone anymore? 
Thorn Gibbs 



Strike 1 00 (Shitkatapult) 

Berlin label Shitkatapult has overcome 
its awesomely cantankerous name to 
reach its 1 00th release. Strike 100 brings 
on board familiarfriends like Daniel Meteo, 
The Orb, Warren Suicide, Pluramon 
(collaborating with Julia Hummer on 
an unusually plangent song), Jan Jelinek, 
TRaumschmiere and Anders liar, whose 
contributions build a solid backbone of 
inventive electronica. They're joined by a host 
of slightly less well known names and aliases 
who introduce equal amounts of glowing 
electronic music, covering a broad spectrum 
from the easily digested to the effectively 
weird. If there's any particular 'label sound', 
it seems to be found in a certain taste for 
well-rounded texture and dynamic, 
fluid rhythms. Best of all is the evocative 
Apparat remix of Johnny Cash's 'I Heard 
The Lonesome Whistle Blow'; a tremulous, 
electronic earworm if ever there was one. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Ashley Walters 



The Album (Abstract Urban) 

Ashley's an old man now. Musical geriatric 
before he's 30, this era's equivalent of a 
Cold Crush brother struggling on after 
Rakim, instant history, trampled by the 
hordes of grime MCs rushing through the 
doors he'd opened. The flipside to this, and 
one we oughtto remember soonerthan 
later, is how Ashley's become a British 
institution. Mythic yet approachable, a 
former bad boy now reveling in domesticity, 
a character to cherish and gift a place in yr 
heart somewhere between Phil Collins and 
Tricky. So we'll forgive mawkish trinkets like 



'Generations', where Ashley describes his 
kids. In childish language. Over a beat that 
could have been puked up in 30 seconds 
flat by a four-year-old with a cracked copy 
of Microsoft Songsmith. Instead, we'll 
focus on the moments he fuses daddy 
wisdom with an energy he's supposed to 
have lost, such as the carnivorous monster 
offrustrationandlustthatis'Woah'and 
the chunky gospel-rock sickness of 'Inside 
Out' where he owns up to what's driving 
him through old age to achieve. He's fiending 
for respect. And it'll be our loss if he doesn't 
get it. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Caroline Weeks 



Songs For Edna (Manimal Vinyl) 

Caroline Weeks is one of the more visible 
musicians among a Brighton coterie of 
faintly eldritch folk artists, previously known 
as Bat For Lashes' 'Ginger Lee'. She weaves 
a fastidious English pastoral gothic, all 
spidery virtuosity with chill sepia tints and 
winter-bare branches. These songs are built 
around the words of early 2 1 st Century poet 
Edna St Vincent Millay and the recordings 
capture the same atmosphere of Weeks' 
performances, over the last year or so, in 
the aptly rustic Westhill Hall, Brighton. Her 
magical picking and ageless, swooping vocal 
are largely unaccompanied except for the 
occasional appearance of a clarinet drone 
or fleeting, spectral co-singer. 
James Papademetrie 



Wildbirds And Peacedrums 



The Snake (Leaf) 

The follow-up to last year's bracing debut, 
Heartcore, sees Swedish couple Andreas 
Werliin and Mariam Wallentin embellish their 
heady drums'n'vocals soul with flourishes 
of marimba, piano and xylophone. A shared 
preference for spontaneity above perfection 
unites the two (Wallentin previously studied 
vocal improvisation) and The Snake goes 
some way toward capturing the exhilarating 
fervour of their live performances. This is 
a jarring, confrontational record. Their energy 
is almost exhausting, and they revel in the 
fiery clockwork intensity of 'Places'. But they 
possess, too, a contrasting capacity for sweet 
and affecting balladry (the spiritual lament 
'So Soft So Pink'), and 'My Heart' traverses 
from measured cogitation to a joyous finale. 
James Skinner 



Zukanican 



The Stumbling Block (Pickled Egg) 

Liverpool-based art-groovers Zukanican 
return with an album heavy on extrapolation. 
There are moments of true Morricone- 
through-the-looking-glass here: 'Koanish' 
is eight minutes of steady, bouncing Sixties 
basslines with strings and mariachi brass 
twirling around the sonic anchor. It sounds 
like a spacewalk in theWild West. The 
Stumbling Blockcan meander a little, 
but there's a fine line to be drawn between 
such wanderings and truly expansive artistry 
and, for the vast majority of this record, the 
quartet stay firmly on the correct side of 
that line. Given that this was recorded with 
a minimum of overdubbing and pixie dust, 
it's an album that allows ideas to breathe; 
the musicianship is, at times, exceptional. 
Best of the bunch might well be 'Pygmy Hop', 
a woodwind trope borne on rumbling clouds 
straight out of the rainforests of L8. 
Joe Shooman 



plan b 1 75 



5m ft.jvJp 

vmmk 



^ *.vA 


5£^^^^Jji*j2jH 


» . „wwW 


£35*3F 


.#■ *7^. 




w 


fl^lg 


* -^^C ^^P^ - ^"^ * ■ m 


i'* 


r ^ 


w 


ffm&* 


'■■ 


■ i m il L ■* ^ 









;VH 




HL 












V^^T^/ ' 


rill 


p!SJ 




v>9v 


K P^' 















A * J^owg l ' ^E ^ _ 






Mfi 



in the beginning there was nothing 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 

Illustration: Nick White 

Loop 

A Gilded Eternity (Reactor) 
The World In Your Eyes (Reactor) 

We loved Loop 'cos, like them, we belonged 
nowhere; like them, we were horrified/hated by 
the interminable tor(y)ture of the fag-end Eighties. 
What's weird about reissues of things you loved as 
a nipper is being reminded of how you once used 
this stuff: Loop accompanied acid and mushrooms 
and amyl and anger in my adolescence, knocked 
together C-90s in the Walkman, can of gas up each 
arm for the stroll into town. Loud, they sealed you 
off, layered you against the horrors beyond the 
bedroom door- one of a few bands (Terminal 
Cheesecake, World Domination, Godflesh, MBV, 
Spacemen 3) to be fearless and British at the same. 

The fact that no recalibration is required to still 
love Loop tells me they're timeless in ways my 
fanboy ardour couldn't have predicted - you hear 
new things in these reissues that are intimately 
connected with the new antechambers that have 
opened up in your stonewall heart since then. When 
you hear the singles collated on The World In Your 
Eyes, you hear Loop's birthpangs- potentially just 
another band hiding from mid-Eighties tweeness 
in the more visceral entanglements of Sixties noise 
(fuzzcandystomperslike'16 Dreams', 'Brittle Head 
Girl' and 'Spinning' sound like one-offs from a band 
destined to get lost trying to repeat them), but 
in actuality a band always possessed of a drive 
to their escape, a determination to their evaporation 
that lifted them above the Verves and Primal 
Screams who'd later rip their shit to blow up bigger. 

Heaven's End fully launched Loop into the 
beyond, but it was the series of singles that popped 
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off between that album and A Gilded Eternity 'that 
really burned fissures in time. Tracks like 'Collision' 
and 'Circle Grave' soundtrack that incredible 
moment where Loop took leave of their sources, 
but the covers here are crucial - their version of 
Neil Young's 'Cinnamon Girl' fuzzed into sludge 
but was fey enough to remain a uniquely English 
take, 'Mother Sky', originally a Can track, thrived 



Solar fire and 



supermassive 
blackness 



on the space and sheer funkiness Loop that had 
honed by then and 'Thief Of Fire' impossibly blazed 
past The Pop Group's original in a grey, earth-sized 
squall of delay and echo. 

Get The World In Your Eyes for all the above 
and because, unlike so much in the remastered/ 
reissued world, it doesn't send you scurrying 
to your original vinyl in search of warmth and 
detail. Robert Hampson and Kevin Metcalfe deserve 
major props for sensitively maintaining the lack 
and lunge that made those ol' 45s sing so piercingly, 
reminding you of what a great hypnotic groove 
Loop could cook up beneath all that solar fire 
and supermassive blackness. 

By A Gilded Eternity, Loop sounded pressured, 
harried by their growing influence and isolation: 
at the time, I listened to it for three months at the 



wrong speed and was aggravated to find out 
that the doom-sludge masterpiece I was lovin' 
was actually a sprightly, somewhat over- professional 
sounding slab of drone-rock. It still pisses over 
much that came after, but it's The World In Your 
Eyes, Fade Out and Heaven's End that are the 
holy tablets you should be seeking out, monoliths 
that have only grown richer and more rewarding 
in the 2 1 years since. While so much of 2009's 
avant-rock'n'roll proudly paralyses itself in the 
sodden mud of replayed revelation, Loop are 
still casting a sempiternal stare down at our 
planet as they ellipse through the starbelts 
and clusters, animated by love and boredom 
and still belonging nowhere. 

Neil Kulkarni speaks to Robert Hampson 

Any embarrassment involved in hearing/ 
remastering this ol' stuff? 

"To be honest, I hadn't listened to Loop in the 
past 20 years, not only because I'm more interested 
in moving forward but because the way we split up 
- it wasn't angry but it was painful - was something 
I didn't want to revisit. I'm not really someone who 
bothers with the past but enough people and labels 
were hassling me to the point where I wanted to 
do it properly and completely, get the sound right, 
do it right before someone else did it wrong." 

Where do you think the Loop sound went? 

"You can say it got watered down by others but 
I really think we disappeared; these records were lost 
in a real way, totally forgotten. I was very ambivalent 
about this whole reissue process but now I'm happy. 
I feel like we've done the band the justice we never 
quite got when we were around. " 

And what have you been doing since? Any 
chance of some Main reissues? 

"Hen -well, the Main stuff is in equal danger 
of disappearing and I'm looking into that. At the 
moment I live in Paris and I'm commissioned to 
compose by the GRM, the school set up by Pierre 
Schaefferand Pierre Henry- I'm making acousmatic 
and concrete music and yes, I'm sure I never want 
to be in a band again. I'm better off alone! " 
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pavement pain 

Words: David McNamee 

Illustration: Overture 

Moondog 

More Moondog (Honest Jon's) 

I'm writing this review on a train. Slipping 
my headphones on, the CD into my laptop. 
Any attempt at reverie is instantly demolished 
by the sight and sound- god, the howling, 
indescribable sound -of 100 underage 
nu-rave kids. I inch the fader up on iTunes. 

This music is hard to think to, too. There 
is nothing soothing about Moondog, even 
though his arguably most famous piece is 
a lullaby. Every second here fidgets and 
clatters; it nags at you interminably, shatters 
your concentration. Is this the ultimate goal of 
any street musician? Not to soothe, or blend, 
because then you cease to exist; no one will be 
rewarded for the mediocrity of pleasantness. 

The nu-rave kids are eye-scorching ugliness 
personified; they are incandescent. 

More Moondog is mostly percussive, 
and, unlike most percussion-only music, its 
percussiveness isn't patterned. We consume 
beats through the correlation between our 
own bodily functions; the most effective 
dance music is a pared-down heartbeat 
haloed by twinkling thoughtstuff -think 
of the cold strut of minimal techno and how 
your body slots perfectly into the sound while 
your head is pinged and tingled by aural 



confectionary designed purely to provoke 
sensation. Moondog isnotsensual. 

The nu-rave kids are stomping their feet, 
snogging and screaming. 

You wantto call Moondog primal, but 
'primal' nearly always denotes anger. His 
music sounds thoughtful -it just doesn't 
communicate thoughts. When he plays piano, 
it sounds as though he's spiralling forever. 
The ship noises he's sampled on many of these 
tracks sound like distant whales, trying to find 
other distant whales, in a city of such a size 
that they might never meet each other again. 

The nu-rave kids are a pack of pink and 
green wolves; if you siphoned one of them 

This is karma's revenge 

off it would die instantly. 

His horns are baleful and round and 
underpinned by clatter, always, as if he can't 
stop thinking, ever, can't let go, even when 
there's a pretty sound pulling at his head 
and trying to take it somewhere else. There 
are sounds like zithers that come from unusual 
instruments Moondog made himself that 
aren't even like zithers, but sound instead like 
the word 'zither'. He called his own unusual 
way of keeping time 'snaketime'. Snaketime 
definitely zithers. 

Why is anyone fucking nu-rave anymore 
anyway? It's THE YEAR TWO THOUSAND AND 
FUCKING NINE. Maybe this is an ironic 



f lashmob. A group started on Facebook with 
a meeting time of the delayed 18:53 London 
to Brighton and a purpose to ruin the life 
of David McNamee. Am I on an advert? This 
must be karma's revenge on me making 
Hadoukenl's 'That Boy That Girl' Single Of 
The Week back in 2007. 

What did the isolationist Moondog hear 
on the streets that kept him there? Constant 
friction and uneasiness and no respite from 
yourthoughts, which find expression in and 
are excised only by the incessant tapping of 
your hands? I like Moondog. But the problem 
is that I want to find a way into his music, 
a point of direct relevance between the 
sounds he made and my life. Which 
I know sounds so... twee. That craving of 
preciousness, the inability to comprehend 
without contextualising it in solipsism. But 
in the middle of this gorgeous cacophony, this 
stop-motion hideousness whirling around me, 
I am a gargoyle, a useless blind thing smacking 
at the trimba of my laptop like I can get some 
kind of poetry out of it that explains why I'm 
here, when really all I need is some kind of 
rhythm that just makes it OK. 

The nu-rave kids pile out of the train, drunk 
by now and baring their arses in fluorescent 
tutus. The snapping of their pink high heels 
on pavement is a symphony in snaketime. 
It was all Moondog -a blind street musician 
who made this album in 1956 and dressed as 
a Viking - heard. Ever. 



Loren Connors 



The Curse Of Midnight Mary (Family 
Vineyard) 

One night in 1 981 , Loren Connors took 
an acoustic guitar and tape recorder 
to Evergreen cemetery in New Haven, 
Connecticut, and laid down nine tracks of 
barely-there blues. The recording, mislaid 
until now, is among Connors' more abstract 
work: the guitarist has scattered a good few 



such shamanically intense, ragged solo 
recordings throughout his long career, 
alongside collaborations with Kath 
Bloom, Jim O'Rourke and Keiji Haino. 

Here, Connors' spare, straining guitar 
is shadowed by a mumbled harmony vocal 
that recalls the sepulchral lowing of Blind 
Willie Johnson. Johnson's voice, for all its 
strange timbre, sang of sure-footed Christian 
belief, but Connors attempts no such direct 



connection with the Almighty, instead 
forming wordless, trancelike moans 
that, with repeated listens, combine 
with occasional tape distortion to create 
the impression of overtones. 

The guitar's hesitancy and dissonance 
means that Midnight Mary's mystery has 
to be listened into, in much the same way 
that Jandek's music requires effort to 
inhabit. Its fragmentary charm will elude 



many, but, for this susceptible listener, 
the recording has taken on the quality 
of an overheard seance, enhanced by 
the crackles of old tape and open air. 
Learning that the Mary of the title 
was a woman allegedly buried alive in 
Evergreen, whose curse kills those who 
linger at her grave after midnight, might 
have helped a bit. 
Frances Morgan 
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ascension 

Words: Kev Kharas 
Illustration: Matthew the Horse 

JDilla 

Dillanthology (Rapster/K7) 

When J Dilla fell to lupus three years ago, he 
left behind him a legacy as sprawling as it is now 
revered. With his toil often attributed to the various 
production collectives he belonged to (Slum 
Village, The Ummah or Soulquarians) or simply 
going uncredited, archivists continue to chase the 
Detroiter's ghost along the pathways he forged 
through US hip-hop's underground chambers. 

Famously dubbed 'your favourite producer's 
favourite producer' and adored by the likes of 
Kanye West, Busta Rhymes, Pharrell Williams, 
Erykah Badu and Flying Lotus, James Dewitt 
Yancey nonetheless died a true subterranean, 
popular acclaim only building after the release 
of his emphatic, spectral masterwork Donuts on 7 
February, 2006. It was Yancey's 32nd birthday and, 
within 72 hours, he'd undergone what mourning 
friends and family preferto call his "spiritual 
transition", suffering cardiac arrest after living 
for three years with an incurable blood disease. 



This collection reaches back beyond Donuts 
to showcase Dilla's earlier work, the majority 
dating from the days he was still 'Jay Dee' and 
making beats for Slum Village. The earlier tracks 
chosen for Dillanthology have a filmic quality 
that suggests a producer happy enough to set 
the scene rather than claim centre-stage, even if 
their moods - often aggressively languid and sultry, 
heavy with implication -seem to direct the various 
emcees like actors. The wordplay and cadence of 
The Pharcyde's 'Runnin' and De La Soul's 'Stakes Is 
High' strain with the tension built between rapper 

A true subterranean 

and composition, Dilla's off-kilter snares - lax one 
moment, keen the next- riling and luring voices 
into action. Both were released as singles in 1 996 
and possess a trick repeated on 'Show Me What 
You Got', a 2000 joint that sampled Stereolab's 
'Come And Play In The Milky Night' and tracked 
it with fickle snares that turned Busta Rhymes into 
a sullen predator. 

When people talk about Dilla, those snares 
are mostly what they end up talking about - the 
loud and ever-moving mouth of Kanye West has 



proclaimed him "a drum god" and owned up to 
the odd beat-jacking, while others seek to settle 
the aerated Yancey gait alongside Dinger's motorik 
or Allen's af robeat. It should be remembered, 
though, that most of the rhythm coursing 
through Dillanthology is sampled; which, while not 
completely denying originality, certainly limits how 
much you can ascribe. But originality is not Dilla's 
main concern - his aim seems to be the forging of 
an identity, a sound stamp that would eventually 
come to reclaim his work from the anonymity 
of the dumb producer. That sound stamp is the 
Dilla drum track, which remains largely consistent 
throughout his career: it loops, underpinning a 
world that gave breath to informed emcees and 
dead soul samples; it breezes, sweeping along the 
crate-dug sonic ephemera with fits of percussion. 
In this way, J Dilla's whole career seems like one 
long and very literal soul-search, intensifying 
as those loops grow smaller the closer you get 
to Donuts. It's as if Dilla's lifespan was a needle 
fateful ly winding its way to the centre of a record. 

Here, though, back at the vinyl's outer rim, 
Dilla lets the beats spin and drift out. The circles 
cast themselves away on the air and are gathered 
by those archivists keen to loop on - and on. 



Eyeless In Gaza 



All Under The Leaves, The Leaves Of 
Life (Cherry Red) 

Somewhere between England's esoteric 
underbelly and the gothic gloss of 
primetime 4AD resides the music of 
Eyeless In Gaza, one of this isle's great 
neglected troupes. 

With its images of dappled light 
flickering across autumn leaves and 
spectral silhouettes playing tag over 
fields of newly-harvested barley, this 
reissued 1 996 album is the sublime 
soundtrack to a mythical Albion. Martyn 
Bates, with a delivery not unlike David 
Sylvian's darker, more introspective 
sibling, enunciates each syllable with 



a kind of finesse and pained beauty; he 
mourns the transient nature of existence. 
If this fine album suffers at all, it is at the 
hands of 'Monstrous Joy', a track so 
perfect -imagine Mark Hollis fronting 
Joy Division - that what follows fairly 
struggles to emerge from its desolate shades. 
Spencer Grady 



Lydia Lunch 



Queen Of Siam (Cherry Red) 

Lydia Lunch was barely out of her teens 
when the Ze label issued Queen Of Siam 
in 1 979; more significantly, she was barely 
out of no-wave progenitors Teenage Jesus 
And The Jerks, who made a virtue out of 
bypassing rock orthodoxy, their brief 



catalogue a jarring jeer at notions of 
technique. Such is not the case during 
this captivating half hour of noiiish, 
cacklingly comical jazz, where a cabal of 
associates (including ex-Voidoid guitarist 
Robert Quine) patrol the extremities. 

Only the galloping, repetitive abrasion 
of 'Atomic Bongos' harks back to what 
Lydia had just finished inflicting upon 
NYC's snottiest beret-wearers. Most of 
the remainder could flutter away in the 
background of your averagely upmarket 
restaurant with little prospect of complaint 
from diners - maybe with enough lyrics 
filtering through to ensure a fitful night 
of sleep later. 
Noel Gardner 



Jean-Pierre Massiera 



Midnight Massiera: The B-Music Of 
Jean-Pierre Massiera (Finders Keepers) 

Next in a seemingly endless line of esoteric, 
international oddities from Andy Votel's 
Finders Keepers label (they dig so you don't 
have to) comes an acid-fried compilation 
that brings together the myriad projects 
of Jean-Pierre Massiera. Dubbed the 'French 
Joe Meek' because of his driving passions 
for studio experimentation and space-surf, 
the comparison does little to prepare one 
for some of the almighty psych-rock 
freakouts contained here. Solid pop gems sit 
side-by-side with masterfully arranged prog, 
and Midnight Massiera successfully presents 
Massiera 's skewed visions in a manner clear 
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Various 

Tighten Up Volume II (Trojan) 

The Tighten Up series really hits its stride here - you hear 
Jamaican music stretch out into the languorous thump 
of rocksteady, you hear the increased distance from 
1 962's independence euphoria in a more measured, 
devastating summation of political time and place. A more purelyjoyful 
intro to rocksteady can't be imagined, and the improved quality of the 
original tracklisting makes all the extra gubbins included a cut above the 
B-side obscurantism of Volume I. Dig straight to the original, though, for 
the kind of inarguable f loorf illers no home should be without: 'Long Shot 
Kick De Bucket', The Soul Sisters' filthydirtynastay 'Wreck A Buddy', The 
Kingstonians' compulsive 'Sufferer', 'Them A Laugh', 'Fattie Fattie', 'Fire 
Corner'. Volume II is where the Tighten Up comps become partystarters, 
where the end of every track leaves you puckered up for the next onslaught 
upon your lungs and waist. Snaffle this soon as. 
Neil Kulkarni 



enough to sidestep schizophrenic mush and Maclure's occasional, acrobatic 



touch upon moments like the Sergio Leone 
peyote trip of 'Ivresse Des Profondeurs'. 
Relentlessly engaging and pleasingly 
challenging throughout. 
Jamie Kingett 



The Monks 



Black MonkTime (Light InThe Attic) 

The five men who would be Monks all did 
stints in Vietnam. They banded together in 
Germany afterwards, shaving their heads, 
donning heavyweight robes, turning to 
music to avert nervous breakdowns. 

The ensuing racket, Black Monk Time, 
is a giggling, psychopathic anti-war cry 
full of deranged merriment and clattering 
freak-beats. The fact that this sounds so 
much like a comedy record explains how 
absurd the brink of destruction must be; 
to hear the title track is to hear the tension 
of making the enemy blues when the enemy 
is you. "Why do you kill all those kids over 
there in Vietnam?" asks a hopped-up Gary; 
we quickly learn that his brother died in 
Vietnam and how he's never heard of 
James Bond (yet adores Pussy Galore). He 
begs fellow Monk Larry to turn the organ 
down before they brew up some landlocked 
surf, compact the war quandary into some 
hardcore bubblegum ('Complication') and 
fashion a punk blueprint for acts like The 
Stooges andThe Fall to go and get carried 
away with. 

After the release of this album, The 
Monks attempted to air-raid the charts, 
but the results were insipid and Gary took 
a hike. Long live Black MonkTime. 
Shane Moritz 



Pumajaw 



Favourites (Fire) 

This 'story so far' collection charts the 
development of Scots duo Pinkie Maclure 
and ex-Loop bloke John Wills through 
a selection of the twosome's personal 
favourites. Their six year trajectory moves 
from smoky, dark samples to their current 
incarnation as folk artists loosely associated 
with the Fence Collective. Despite Wills' 
knack for slow-burning minimalism and 
Maclure's undoubtedly fantastic range, their 
formative guise (of beats and Badalamenti) 
seems worryingly overcooked in places; 'We 
Spin', for instance, collapses into a jarring 
mess after a promisingly gnarled opening. 
With the exception of 'Downstream' -which 
staggers beneath a stack of maggoty, cod- 
folk cliches -their more recent trad/roots- 
based oeuvre is way more engaging, as with 
last year's excellent Curiosity Box album. 



waywardness has been beautifully reined 
in over time. Latticed strings and Maclure's 
more disciplined vocals weave genuine, 
after-hours magic. 
James Papademetrie 



Rodriguez 



Coming From Reality (Light In The Attic) 

The story of Detroit-born Sixto Diaz 
Rodriguez - and how his late Sixties/early 
Seventies output is only now seeing the light 
of day- is a curious one, encompassing self- 
sabotage (he chose to turn his back on the 
audience throughout the most important 
show of his fledgling career), overseas 
success (his music is/was purportedly 
revered in Australia and South Africa) and 
an unsuccessful stint in politics (a campaign 
for office did not prove successful). 

Of course, to sum up a life in one 
sentence heavy on parentheses is impossible. 
Understanding precisely the impact (or 
lack thereof) that Coming From Reality 
made upon its release in 1971 is similarly 
difficult, though retrospective appraisal 
convinces that his record really should have 
done more for Rodriguez. Centrepiece 
'Sandrevan Lullaby/Lifestyles' echoes the 
kind of string-bathed melodrama in which 
Scott Walker formerly excelled, while gentler 
cuts such as 'It Started Out So Nice' display 
a flair for wistful imagery (laughing oceans, 
pumpkin-oval moons and all). 
James Skinner 



The Roots Of The White Stripes 
(Snapper) 

No one should be unclear as to the 
roots of the White Stripes. Their mission 
statement -to strip the gleaming, hi-fi 
corpus of mainstream rock back down 
to its lean, greasy core -was blindingly 
obvious from day one. These nostalgic/ 
Utopian visions were inspired by the music 
of early 20th Century America (their 2000 
album DeStijlwas dedicated to Forties 
bluesman Blind Willie McTell) and this 
compilation features spit-and-sawdust 
blues from originators Son House and 
Leadbelly alongside the hugely influential 
and successful country groupThe Carter 
Family; present, too, are Broadway staples 
from James Cagney and heartthrob crooner 
Gene Vincent. In keeping with its policy 
for authentic US songbook fare, the 
compilation also hosts a mighty Johnny 
Cash who leads with his rockabilly number 
one, 'Get Rhythm'. 
Jamie Kingett 





M OT0JK 




U/ooDuose 

Hofl BflBfiyoF 

fiefluy Rapids 

Siller Summiu 

flly^RicflL Beflsc 

iTlountflfn Rome 

Sfifmon Ufln €ixen 

Onion Rigcl Dommisse 

> 

W W W . I. A N' G U A c; !• o r S T o n i: . C O M 



s 



plan b 1 79 




power from the people 

Words: Hayley Avron 

Kristin Hersh photo: Webb Chappell 

Building a sustainable music career 
in a post-record label age 



Rent. Broadband. Credit card. Local Hospice lottery. 
Council tax. Kristin Hersh. 

That's how my direct debits are looking these 
days. Every quarter, $30 leaves my account and 
helps fund the recording costs of a musician that 
I have followed since I was 1 6. In return, I (and the 
rest of Kristin's 'Strange Angels' subscribers) have 
access to a new song every month, live recordings, 
a copy of any CD that she releases and guestlist for 
her gigs. Oh, and the number for the 'Batphone' 
in her studio, should I feel the need for a chat. 

Having extricated herself from her recording 
contracts, Kristin now conducts her own microcosm 
of the music industry via CASH Music, an 'open- 
source platform designed to serve and benefit all 
facets of the music industry and greater music 
community'. In layman's terms, it's a website where 
her songs are free to download, the stems are free 
to download and remix, and you can upload your 
own versions of her songs to share. If you can draw 
parallels between the value of the music and the 
need for the musician to earn a living, you can leave 
some money in the online tip jar. Deerhoof, Xiu Xiu, 
and Donita Sparks all have their own variations on 
the theme underthe CASH umbrella. 

"When I realised that the music industry was 
asking you to suck in order to succeed, I started 
looking for alternatives," says Kristin. I point out 
that the 4AD of the Eighties and Nineties didn't 
seem like the type of organisation to control an 
artist's creative freedom too heavily. 

"That's true, they didn't, back in the day. . .but in 
the States, I was on Warner Brothers. Which was a 
massive beehive of suckage... I had my eyebrows 
plucked every day to help my music reach people?" 



Jesse Von Doom, the Executive Director of CASH 
says of the non-profit organisation's inception: 
"We weren't inspired by a specific business model 
or artist, rather than a general need for artists to find 
a sustainable way forward. We did talk about a 
specific business model [where] local farmers are 
turning to CSA subscriptions. Folks will pay a set fee 
to share in the crop all year. It gets the freshest food 
into the hands of people who appreciate it most. 
The analogy is Kristin's and it fits perfectly. " 

As the music industry crumbles around us, 
it's reassuring to know that in some corners of the 
creative universe, people are starting to wake up 
to a need for change. When Patrick Wolf parted 
company with Universal, he found himself with 
a half-finished album on his hands. "It was an 
album I had spent a lot of time and passion on 



Patrick Wolf 
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'When I realised that the music 
industry was asking you to suck in 
order to succeed, I started looking 
for alternatives' - Kristin Hersh 



and refused to compromise on the production," he 
explains. " It's like when you break up with someone, 
you either lie in bed for a year and get really fat or 
you put on your best clothes and go out. " And go 
out, he did, joining forces with Andrew Lewis, 
founder of Bandstocks, on his travels. 

This 'fan-funded model' was, according to 
Lewis, borne of "the feeling that extremely talented 
artists were not well served by the corporate record 
business. There's not enough development, too 
many creative constraints, high short term sales 
expectations which. . .result in artists being dropped 
and becoming damaged goods." On Bandstocks, 
fan becomes investor, voting on the bands worthy 
of development and coughing up a minimum of 
£10 in return for a thank you in the CD artwork 
and a share of the profits. 



Patrick: " My fans really wanted to hear to the 
album, so they buy before they try, you know? 
I was really inspired by people's belief in my music. . . 
it's given me a lot of faith in the future of releasing 
records and funding records." 

But there were others willing to fund Patrick's 
venture - speculators. "About 40 per cent of 
the people that joined in had read about it in 
newspapers and read about it in random news 
pieces and it was rammed down many people's 
throats, even non-music lovers." 

I briefly wonder if these are the kind of people 
that should be financing musicians. But then, 
I remember that we already have a recording 
industry funded and controlled by non-music lovers, 
businessmen and leeches. Surely it's a good thing to 
give some of that control back to the fans, the 

music-buying public? 
Who knows - maybe by 
engaging the consumer 
in the process, a few 
consciences can be 
pricked along the way. 
In the case of CASH, 
I wonder how many 
people do contribute, 
when it's laid out for 
them, free of charge. " For the most part, I see 
people coming to shows and buying like five CDs 
they already own just so they can help me with gas 
money," says Kristin. "It's important to say music 
was always in the ether, we didn't used to charge for 
it. lean buy passing the hat... I don't wanna be in the 
rich people club. I would rather meet these 
incredible people and suffer with them." 

I ask her what kind of people tend to ring the 
Batphone. "They'll say 'Well, I have my ticket, now 
what are my guest list privileges?' We realised most 
people didn't know what a guest list was. " 

On balance, I reckon she's cornered a pretty 
decent clientele, there. 

kristinhersh.cashmusic.org 
www.bandstocks.com 
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long players 

Words: Stuart Aitken 



How 33 1 /3 reinvented the 
'classic album' tome 



Starting life in 2003 with a book about Dusty 
Springfield's 1 969 album Dusty in Memphis, the 33 
1/3 series has grown to become a unique voice in 
music publishing. An annual call for proposals sees 
hundreds of hopeful authors pitching suggestions 
for books on their favourite album, with this year's 
commissioning run attracting 597 proposals for a 
possible 20 books. 

This idiosyncratic approach has meant that 
despite the apparent limitations - each book 
focuses on just one album - the series now covers a 
hugely diverse range of artists, from Throbbing 
Gristle to Jimi Hendrix, James Brown to Jethro Tull, 
written by a rag tag selection of musicians, 
journalists and unknowns. 

With books on albums by Wire, Big Star, Elliott 
Smith, Nas, Madness, Brian Eno, Public Enemy and 
the Flaming Lips soon to hit the shops, Plan B 
dragged 33 1/3 's editorial director David Barker 
away from his latest shortlisting responsibilities and 
asked him why he does things the way that he does. 

Where did the idea for 33 1/3 first come from? 

" Back in 2000, 1 put together a series of scholarly 
books called "Continuum Contemporaries" -short 
books about contemporary novels. They were all 
written by academics in the field, and all had a 



rigidly enforced five-chapter structure. We had 
volumes devoted to a range of novels including 
White Teeth, Underworld, Infinite Jest, The Secret 
History, The Wind-Up Bird Chronicle, and a bunch 
more. I really enjoyed putting it together, but it 
wasn't wildly successful. And it eventually occurred 
to me that it might be more fun (and profitable) 
to apply the same concept to albums instead of 
novels, and to let the authors have a lot more 
freedom in their approaches." 

How hard was it to get the series off 
the ground? 

"Fairly simple, really. I had good support from 
colleagues here at Continuum, even though it 
was different from anything we'd done before 
on our music list. Getting the bookstores interested 
was the most difficult part. . . " 

How did you go about finding authors for 
the first series? 

" I put together a wish-list of dream authors, 
from John Peel to Ian Rankin and from Joe Pernice 
to Greil Marcus. Most of them, obviously, said 
no, but many suggested other people who 
might be into it, and it fairly rapidly snowballed 
from there." 

You are still in the process of shortlisting for 
the next series of books. How surprised were 
you by the number of proposals you received? 

"The last time we did this open call, we received 
around 400 proposals, and I honestly thought we'd 
get less than that, this time around. So when I 
checked my email after New Year's Eve and 
discovered we had 600 proposals, I was shocked. 
And terrified." 

How difficult a task has it been to cut this 
initial list down? 




" It's very hard to do. From a moral/emotional 
standpoint, it's just tough rejecting so much 
interesting work from so many enthusiastic writers. 
And then just in terms of picking the best proposals 
- that's not easy, either. I know I've turned down 
some good stuff. I just hope to hell that the 20 or 
so that we end up selecting will all turn out to be 
very, very good books, a year or so from now. " 

How difficult is it to balance books that you 
want to see written with those that you know 
will sell best? For example, do you ever sit 
down and say 'OK, we'll do 10 that'll sell and 
then 10 on the more out-there stuff'? 

"It's difficult, to be honest. I think in the last 
couple of years we've veered a little too much 
towards the more obscure (to your average music- 
book buying customer), with books on the Afghan 
Whigs, the Pogues, and Throbbing Gristle, for 
example. The simplest way to make the series more 
profitable would be to pump out endless volumes 
on albums by the Beatles, Stones, Dylan, Pink Floyd, 
etc. We do try to mix a few of those with a selection 
of books on artists that are not so huge, but just 
downright fascinating. But God knows what we'll 
end up with this time around ! " 

Can you give us an idea what some of the 
strangest proposals involved? 

"It's really hard to remember them all. We had 
a proposal for an album that didn't exist- a fake 
book, basically - an idea that I still really like, but 
probably don't have the balls to do; a Muppets 
Christmas album -that was actually a very good 
pitch. And this time around we got a pitch for the 
next Wilco album." 

www.33third.blogspot.com 



pocket criticism 

Words: Stuart Aitken, Stevie Chick, David McNamee, 
Louis Pattison 

Four of the best from the 33 1 /3 series 



Throbbing Gristle's 20 
Jazz Funk Greats 

Drew Daniel 

He of Matmos tackles one of the 
most enigmatic and 
misunderstood albums of the late 
Seventies. Featuring interviews 
with all members of theThrobbing 



Gristle family and containing a 
treasure trove of interesting facts 
(who knew that Cosey featured in 
the video of Sylvester's 'You Make 
Me Feel Mighty Real'?), this is an 
essential read for anyone with an 
interest in the development of 
alternative music in the UK. (SA) 



Black Sabbath's Master 
Of Reality 

JohnDarnielle 

Master Of Reality \sn'l just a book- 
in structure and spirit it's a classic 
Mountain Goats album. John 
Darnielle uses the character of 
a fictional 1 5-year-old protagonist 
incarcerated in a psychiatric 
institution to say some stunningly 
on-point stuff about the 
relationship of heavy metal 
and adolescence in a brilliantly 
economical and unpretentious 
way. (DMcN) 



Sly Stone's There's A 
RiotGoin'On 

Miles Marshall Lewis 

With Dave Marsh's brilliant Family 
Stone oral history out of print, 
Lewis's pocket tome (using Marsh 
as primary source) is a priceless 
resource - scandalous, tragic and 
inspiring - about this darkly 
mysterious funk classic. Lewis's 
deft blending of personal narrative 
and political context pulls the lens 
back to take in the social decay 
that was the album's subject and 
inspiration. Indispensable. (SC) 



Celine Dion's Let's Talk 
About Love 

Carl Wilson 

Not irony, but a thoughtful piece 
that uses the popular Quebecois 
vocalist as a springboard into the 
very nature of taste itself - in 
essence: why do we like what we 
like?W\\soris text engages with 
everything from the writings of 
Adorno and the Frankfurt School to 
the etymology of 'schmaltz', but 
the root to Let's Talk About Love's 
success is its personal, emotional 
resonance. Its heart will go on. (LP) 
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the emotional revenge of... 
holger czukay 

Words: Richard Fontenoy 

What was the most ridiculous thing said about 
you or your music? 

" The Observer said "Now, finally, he has become 
childish" -I think this is when people have no sense 
for innocence: they think I am not mature." 

Do they expect you to mature with age? 

"You can reach an age when you will not mature 
anyway - you can be silly for your whole life. " 

What is the most over-used adjective about 
your music? 

[Chuckles] "Maybe 'Kraut'." 

What word never gets used that should be? 

"Emotion! They think I'm not emotional, but 
lam." 

What concept or detail is always missed? 

" It has something to do with ennui. . . " 

What was your worst interview 
experience? 

" It must be for the New Musical Express, 
decades ago. I was not really able to build up a 
rapport. When you are getting over-intellectualised, 
that's where you say 'Ah . . . ooh . . . ' You can't find 
the words." 

What was the weirdest? 

" Melody Maker. Usually in a political interview, 
you get caught in a crossfire by two interviewers; 
I did the opposite. I had someone with me, and 
the interviewer was caught out of the conversation. 
The headline, which went over both pages in 
the middle, said 'The lunatic takes over the asylum' 
-wonderful." 
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Do you think music criticism ever helped 
improve your music? 

"Not that I know of. I know what I want to do, 
and I follow this idea until it becomes real." 

If you were a music magazine editor, who 
would you feature and why? 

"Karlheinz Stockhausen. When I was 
interviewed by him, I had never passed an 
examination. He asked 'What do you want to 
become?' I said, 'a composer' and he took me 
on, no problem. He once said to me 'Czukay, you 
are far too intelligent! I can see you write a lot of 
questions.' He knew a composer who asked so 



'...and that was 

the beginning 

of Can' 



many questions he couldn't compose any more. 
I was in the same situation - 1 had to get over the 
wall, and land somewhere I didn't know. A year 
later, he said 'When the bird is able to fly, he should 
flyaway,' and that was the beginning of Can." 

What do you do when a band or artist you 
don't like cite you or Can as an influence? 

"That is applause from the wrong side ! " 

What advice regarding 'direction' or 
presentation are you glad you never followed? 

" Permanently, they tell me: 'You must get more 
commercial. . .if you drive a car, you must have four 



wheels on it! ' I always say: 'I didn't know that was 
really necessary...'" 

Where are you biggest, geographically? 

" I had a lot of success in America, Japan, Russia. 
Germany is somehow in the middle - 1 am the 
prophet on my own. When I went to Russia, young 
people said 'Holger, why don't you stay here? You 
already have a Russian name.' It was unbelievable, 
people came from Siberia when they heard I was 
playing Moscow. Japan is one of my favourite 
countries. Around the beginning of the Eighties, 
everyone knew me there. They used my music for 
an advert for one of the most expensive whiskies, 
Santori - it featured the Charles Bronson of Japan 
sitting in a boat, rowing slowly away. . . " 

What kind of film would you most like your 
music to soundtrack? 

"When I came to London, Jim McBride-who 
made Great Balls Of Fire -offered me film music, 
and was surprised I didn't want to read the script. 
That happened because I met Ennio Morricone 
when I was an actor in a musical, and he said Sergio 
Leone would only ever tell him the outline. 

" It was similar when Can worked on Deadlock 
and Deep End, only Irmin Schmidt was in contact 
with the director. He described the scene to us, and 
we would just try to make something suitable for it. 
I think it was 20 years before I saw the movie. " 

What's the silliest thing a fan has done to 
impress you? 

"Send me his record!" 

Holger Czukay plays the London Roundhouse on 
14 May as part of Short Circuit. 
www.roundhouse.org.uk 
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(Touch and Go ) (LIVE) 

Sea Sick 
Marcus S cott 

(Plan 8 Magazine, Warp) (DJ) 

Plan B Magazine DJ's 



The Macbeth 

70 Hoxtan St, London, Nl 6LP 
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DEVO • SPIRITUALIZED • BEIRUT 
THE JESUS LIZARD • KILLING JOKE 

performing Holy Mountain * M83 ' J !!! 

YOUNG MARBLE G I ANTS pwrfonnilng Oaasw* Youth* AMTIPOP CONSORTIUM * HEALTH ■ SHEARWATER 

THE CAtfE SINGER5 MARNIE STERN SLEEPY 5UN THE ACORN RETRIBUTION GOSPEL CHOIR 

GRAILS ■ PINK MOUNTAINTOP5 ERRORS ' QUI ■ ELECTRIC WIZARD JEFFREY LEWIS & THE JUNK YARD 

PARTS & LABOR FUTURE OF THE LEFT SCHOOL OF SEVEN DELLS THE MAE SHI LI AM FINN 

THIS WILL DESTROY YOU HUSH ARBORS JESU LORDS HARVEY MILK 

CASIOTONE FOR THE PAINFULLY ALONE NICO MUHLY GROUPER SI AN ALICE GROUP 

art exhifciTiDn by PETE FOWLER ■ spoken wa*d staqe curated by LYDIA LUNCH 

DUTLINS HQLXIAY CENTRE, (MNEHEAH, SOMERSET 

tickets available from www.3tpfestival.cain www.seetickets.ccnn www.gi9antic.cam 
www.wegQttickct5.cwn www.stargrecnjcwn wwwJ»tjnirnrte,com 
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MELT BAHAMA, DEERHUMTER. KIMYA DAWS0H HOLY FUCK.THE SOFT PACK 

3UPERSUCKEBS3TYROFOAMTHE WHISPEBTOWH 3000, THE HOLL0YS.P1T BR PAT 

ZACH HILL, BLOOD RED SHOES. MR. LIP, J ZOHECIANT BAUD, MAD LIE & J.HOCC 

HEARTLESS BASTARDS, JUAN BOH. THE BRONX. EL MARLACHI BRONX. TIMES HEW VIKING 

+ art exhibition by TARA MoPBRHSOM 

llfTUHS HOUDAT (BOIL WNENLUL SONERSH 

liiktK available From w*w.fli|tf*ilivd.«)m www.5Htkk8ij.com www.gigonlk.ccn www.we90flkkttj.am www.5Tn:gieen-foin ww.bs.iniMiiiMom 
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